









Kick away the blues and the books. 
Go-get some fun! Bouncing colours, 


springing soles. 


PERFUME, 





Of all created things,the loveliest 
And most divine are children. 
— William Canton. 


Vol. V, No. 6 


Dear children, December 1992 

December is always that mysterious month when 
everything is at a turning point, I leave behind me, an 
old year full of events, and turn the bend to walk into 
a New Year, 

‘The year behind me had its happy moments, sad 
ones, and lessons which might have changed my life 
in many ways. Similarly I know that the year in front 
of me will have its happy moments, moments of dis- 
appointment and sadness too. But those moments will 
be very different from the ones I experienced the pre- 
vious year, 

T may make many mistakes as I go along. But I 
hope I will learn from them and become a better 
person too! 

Wishing all of you an interesting and Happy New 
Year! 
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Dear Editor, 
2% The story ‘Elephant 
Scare’ published in the 
November issue was writ- 
ten by me. Iam very sorry 
that I did not pat my name 
onit, 

This is the first time I am secing 
something I have written, published. 
When I realized that [had not written 
‘my name on it, I felt like erying. 

P. Krishnan, 
Coonoor - 643 232. 


LETTER 


Dear Editor, 
22 1 do not agree with Sunil S. 
Variar (September '82 iseue) when he 
says that it is a waste of pages to 
publish childish poems. I think kids 7 
and 8 years old are realy encouraged 
when theysee their poemsandarticles 

published in a magazine, 
‘Tripti R. Gulavani, aged 12, 
Khopoli - 410216. 


Dear Editor, 
*© want to send a joke to be pub- 
lished. Should I draw a picture for it 
too? 
K. Raju, aged 14, 
Sainikpuri. 


EDS 





It depends on you, Raju. If you can 
send us a cartoon for the joke, go 
ahead. We do accept jokes without car- 


toons too. Ed, 
Dear Editor, 
*@ [liked the article on tennis in 


‘your November issue. I found it very 

informative and interesting. I am a 

real tennis buff, and [hope I will got a 

chance to read more articles like that 
in‘Gokulam’ 

T. Rajappa, aged 13, 

Sri Sankara S.S.School, 

Madras - 600 041. 


Dear Editor, 


*@ Ata time when the prices of all 
other comics and books are rocketting 
‘sky-high, find that only ‘Gokulam' is 
affordable. Middle-class people can 
‘easily afford this monthly. I thank you 
for the price control. 
MN. Naveen, aged 13, 
KGF -563 115. 


Dear Editor, 

°@ My father brought ‘Gokulam’ 
(September ‘92 issue) home one day. I 
was very happy to read it. Previously, 
I used to read story books like 
‘Champak’, Tinkle’, ‘Thak Thak’, ete. 
Iwas so excited to read ‘Gokulam’ and 
‘would like to read it more and more. 




















Please maintain the sizeof the book 
and its price alo! 

1 showed this book to my school 
frionds and relatives. They now read 
ito 

Sandip Vasant Makwana, 
aged 11, 

Lady Engineer High Schoo! 
Bombay - 8. 


Dear Editor, 


*@ I road Kavitha K. Murthy’s 
story, “Don't Read This” in your Sep- 
tombor'92 issue. I was shocked, for it 
‘was not her own work. It is actually 
by Rehnuma Anis in a 
ygnzine called "Young Times”, 1 
don’t wish to blame Kavitha. I just 
want her to realize that we write to 
‘Gokulam’ only to display our own 
talents. 
Thope other ‘Gokulam’ readers will 
not commit the same mistake. 
K.Narmatha, 
Coimbatore - 641 006. 








Dear Editor, 
20 live ina block of flats where six 
families live. As reading is my hobby, 
I. have collected “Tinkle’, 
‘Chandamama’, ‘Gokulam', ete 
without missing a single issue. Now I 
want to start my own children's 

library. Can you tell me how? 
R. Venkatesh, aged 11, 
Goa = 403 601. 


Keep alist of your books, and record 
whom you lend it out to, and when. 
Make sure the borrowers return the 
books in good condition. Lam sure your 


enterprise will do the rest! Ed. 
Dear Editor, 
*© _ once borrowed ‘Gokulam' from 


our family friends. Then I asked my 
father to subscribe to it, Now I am 
getting it through post. 


book. Sometimes I have to get my| 

mother’s help to understand some 

stories and puzzles. I may be ablo to| 

understand them on my own when I go 
to the III standard. 

Mukesh J. Rao,| 

Bantwal -574 219, 


Snippets from Our Readers 


© The cover illustration by| 
Lalitha in your November issue was 


issue. I also made the apple milk} 
shake. It was very nice. 

N, Sushma, Std. V, 

Rotary School, 

Mysore - 24 


* Could you please publish some 
interesting myths and legends? 
Depanjali, aged 12, 
Bangalore - 93. 


© Thank you for 
publishing my name inthe 
Pages. I now 
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have many pen friends, not only from 
India, but from Sri Lanka too. 

KV. Pravin, 

Bangalore - 560 093. 


*© I liked the cover story about 
yoga and keeping fit in your November 
issue, Please publish such articles 
regularly, 
K. Ashok Kumar, aged 15, 
‘Singampunari - 624 502. 





© Thaveno friends near my house 
and I often feel bored sitting doing 
nothing. So I was very happy to read 
‘Gokulam’ 
H. Vinod, aged 13, 
Sirpur Kaghazni 





2 want to send you some stories 
and quiz questions, How do I do it 
G, Allekia, 

Hyderabad - 500 044. 





Put your contributions with your 
name and address on them, inside an 
envelope, Addrese it to the Editor, 
Gohular (Bngtish, Bhbeduthangor 
Madras- 600097, 


*® ‘The Unknown Visitor’ in the 

November issue was really very inter- 

esting. Please publish more picture 
stories, 

R, Balu, 

Coimbatore - 641 045. 


Send all your contributions to GOKULAM (English), 
47, Jawaharlal Nehru Road, Ekkaduthangal, 
Madras - 600 097. 


It you are sending us a story, write ‘STORY’ on the 
top left comer of the envelope; if you are 
sending us a letter to the editor, write ‘LETTER BOX’ 

on the top lett corner, and so on. 


WISHING OUR 
READERS 
A MERRY 
CHRISTMAS! 
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em Cover Feature 


the written world has so far 

been one of the most 
powerful means of communica- 
tion, Our country is rich in 
mythological stories, folklore, 
‘as well as epic literature. Most 
of us are unable to read them, 
simply because these are in 
Sanskrit and other native lan- 
guages, 

But today, translations are 
available for many of these 
works. The ‘Ramayana’, 
‘Mahabharatha’ and ‘The Gita’ 
are some of the most easily 
available translated books. Be- 





sides, you will find that many 
authors make them simpler for 
usby telling these epic poemsin 
story form. 





Art 
in 
Words 


Qhe of the most popular 
and well-known books in folk 
literature is the compilation of 
the Jataka Tales, There are dif- 
ferent versions of these tales. 
The Jataka Tales occur in the 
Pali Buddhist scriptures. There 
are 547 tales. Each tale tells us 
a story of Buddha in a previous 
life. “He is referred to as 
Bodhisatta in each of these 
tales, 


The Jatakas are simple 
tales where there is an act of 
foolishness or disobedience, or 
where some mistake or the 
other is committed. The story 
shows what happens and how 
the Bodhisatta in his incarna- 
tion learns from them. Here is 
one Jataka tale 


The Golden Goos: 


When King Brahmadutta 
ruled in Benares, Bodhisatta 
was born asa brahmin, Hemar- 
ried abrahmin woman who bore 
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him three daughters. Now, 
some years later, Bodhisatta 
died and was born again into 
the world as a golden goose. 


He soon realized that his 
wife and daughters, having no 
means of their awn, were living 
on the charity of others. So one 
day, he visited their house, 
told them that he was their 
father in his previous birth, and 
gave them a golden feather. 
This continued for some 
months, and the wife and 
daughters were never in want 
again 

One day, the mother said, 
“What if the goose flies aw: 
somewhere and never returns’ 


So the next time the Bod- 
hisatta visited them, she caught 
hold of him and plucked all his, 
feathers off. The moment. she 
that, the golden feathers 
turned white, The feathers had 
been plucked off against 
Bodhisatta’s wish! 

Now, shorn of his feathers, 
the goose could not fly. The 
woman flung him into a barrel 
and fed him everyday. When 
the feathers grew back, they 
were golden no more, 

The plain white goose 
spread his wings, and flew away 
to his own abode, never to 
return again, 

Greed never pays. . 








You too can become an ARTIST. 














© THE GRAPHIC 
Imparts practical 
training adopting 


©THE GRAPHIC 
believes in coaching 
Gonoral Art with a 


PERSONAL ‘modern technology. 
TOUCH rather @ ts 

THE GRAPHIC has 
Leger ts innovative 


ouch, which can techingue for easy to 


understand, easy to 
follow aystoms which 
Is diferent from 

any other art school 





you av a very 
‘uccensfil stude 


FOR DETAILS: Apply with 
Rs. 2/- postage stamp to 


GRAPHICN 


Mam Wt Bag 
‘ager oboe YP 


COMMERCIAL ART COURSE 
is aleo available. 
Prospectus Rs. 10" by MO, 





[MEN WHO MADE HISTORY 











Dis 


DECEMBER is the 
month of goodwill and 
the Christmas spirit. 
A unique gift popular 
during this season, is 
the special T.B. seal 
stamp, sold in post 
offices all over the world. The 
word ‘Help fight .B,’ are im- 
posed on each stamp. The 
money raised from the sale of 
these stamps, is used to help 
stamp out the dreaded disease 
of tuberculosis. 

It may sound strange, but 
the idea of raising funds 
through selling special stamps 
was thought of by Einar Holboll 
in 1904. He was aclerk in a post 
office in Denmark. 





ONE day, Holboll, 
while at his work, saw 
a group of children 
pass by. They were 
“J limping and looking 
sickly, Holboll knew 
that these children 
suffered from tuberculosis. 
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A STAMP TO FIGHT A 





“Why isn’t anybody doing 
anything for them?” he 
wondered, depressed by the 
sight, 

‘That was when the idea 
struck him. “If we could sell a 
special stamp at a small value, 
it will help raise funds,” he 
thought. “Then we can bring 
some relief to these children - 
begin research institutions, or 
even construct special hospi- 
tals.” 

‘At the turn of the century, 
T.B. was still a dreaded disease 
which was considered in- 
curable. Little research had 
been carried out on this ail- 
ment, and children in par- 
ticular, were neglected, 


IN India, T.B. is still 

= a major health 

hazard. Despite the 

medical _advance- 

ments and the cure, 

an estimated 500,000 

people die of this dis- 

ease every year. More than 70 
lakh people suffer from it. 
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Holboll was thinking of 
ways to put his idea into action, 
The Christmas season came. 
Thousands of greeting cards 
and parcels were being sorted 
out in the little post office. That 
was when inspiration struck 
Holboll. 

“We'll sell a special stamp 
for a nominal value,” he 
thought. “People can use it to 
decorate greeting card covers. 
I'm sure they will not mind con- 
tributing to a good cause.” 

But how was he to make his 
dream come true? Who would 
listen to the ideas of a poor post- 
al clerk? So first, he discussed it 
with his friends, Much to 
surprise, all of them congratu- 
lated Holboll for it. 








ENCOURAGED, Hol- 
boll approached the 
Postmaster General 
of Denmark, Once 
again, his plan met 
with enthusiastic ap- 
proval. It was 
presented to the King of Den- 
mark. ‘The monarch congratu- 
lated Holboll and ordered the 
plan to be implemented at once, 

So, in 1904, some 40 lakh 
‘T.B, seal stamps were printed 
and kept for sale in post offices 
all over Denmark, The response 
from the public was tremen- 
dous. At the nominal price of 
just a penny, the stamps were 
all sold out. The money collected 
was beyond all expectations, 





And the postal clerk who put 
forward the plan became a na- 
tional hero! 

From Denmark, the T.B. 
seal idea spread to the neigh- 
bouring Sweden, Norway and 
then on to Germany and all the 
European countries. Hospitals 
and T.B. Sanatoriums were 
built with the funds collected. 
‘The dreaded disease could now 
be tackled, tamed and even 
eliminated. 


IT was an enterpris- 
ing journalist who 
popularised the idea 
in America. A hospi- 
tal in Delaware was 
finding it difficult to 
raise funds for the 
treatment of T.B. patients. Bor- 
rowing $40 to print a suitable 
T.B. seal, the journalist 
launched a sales campaign. 
Proceeds from it totalled $3,000 





—enough to meet the hospital's 
immediate need. 

Impressed by the success, 
the American Red Cross took 
over the T.B. seal campaign in 
1908. It made nation-wide sales 
during Christmas and other fes- 
tive occasions. 


SSERLs. SIN India, the 
first nation- 

© _ wide T.B, seal 

= campaign 
began in 1950. During the 
popular festivals like Dussera, 
Diwali, Id, and others, the 7B. 
Association of India sells this 
seal at post offices and hospitals 
all over the country. 

By the time of Holboll’s 
death in 1927, the death rate 
from the disease had dropped 
considerably in most countries, 





J. RADHAKRISHNAN 








DO YOU KNOW THE WORDS 


THAT MEAN. 


‘An ancient, simple, folk poom— BALLAD 

Words of the same sound but of different spelling 

and meaning — HOMOPHONE. 

A haughty or overbearing nature — IMPERIOUS: 
Lecture that is delivered without any previous preparation 


Be Ne 


— EXTEMPORE 


o 





He who is present every where - OMNIPRESENT 


Compiled by V. Ramachandran 
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MIDNIGHT MYSTERY 


One December evening, my five cousins and I got 
together. We were a very active and daring lot. We 
decided to have a midnight feast without anybody's 
knowledge. Our menu was scrambled eggs and Rasna. 
It was the dead of night. 


We stole into the kitchen and began preparing 
the meal. All went well until one of my cousins 
dropped a vessel. My great-grandmother (who is 
92 years old!) was sleeping in the nearby room. 
She began to wail as soon as she heard the noise. 
We were all afraid now. 

So we crept into the store room and hid there. 
We waited tensely. Once again there was complete 
silence. A few minutes later we continued preparing 
our meal. There were no more disturbances that night, 
‘The next morning, we asked great-grandmother 
why she had wailed that night.“I did no such thing,” 
she replied. 

We all looked at each other. Later, we discussed it, 
“Could it have been a ghost?" we wondered. 

We are still wondering. 


Praveen Augustus, 
Tuticorin - 628 006. 





Q : What is small, green 
and dangerous? 


A‘: An unripe grape in a 
revolver 





K. Praveen, 
Madras - 600 085. 
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tional game, seems to dominated for nearly five 
have headed towards decades ie. half a century! 
the deepest decline ever, in its 
history. Our senior team fared e origin of the term 
poorly in this year’s Barcelona jockey’ is not known. Its 
Olympies to finish a distant cariiest known formwasa game 
seventh. Thus, they failed to 
qualify for the prestigious 
Champion's Trophy held in{ 
Malaysia, This trophy is held 
every year among the six top | 
teams in the world. 

‘This is the fourth time in a |) 4 
row, that India has failed to 
qualify. Our junior team, has |” 
fared no better too. 


He which is our na- _‘Thisis sport in which India 














+ A hockey game In progress, 


olan December 52 


called ‘hawkey’. It is believed 
that the Egyptians played hock- | 
ey as a stick and ball game, 
nearly 4000 years back. The | 
Greeks too played a form of} 
hockey around 500 B.C. 

It is only during the 19th 
century that the word ‘hockey’ 
was used to describe the sport 
that is played today, 


Ts first hockey club was 
formed in Blackheath in 
South East London (England). 
It was founded in 1861. 

‘The first official internation- 
al tournament for men was 
played in 1895, in Dublin, 
Ireland. Itwasamatch between 


games, 

The International Federa- 
tion of Women's 
Associations was formed in 
1927. In 1982, the Men’s and 
Women's Hockey Associations 
were merged into one single 
called the Inter- 


federation 
national Hockey Federation or 
FHI. 


So what kind of a game is 
hockey exactly? 

Lot's take a look at it. 

1, Hockey is played between 
two teams of 11 players each. 
‘The field is rectangular. Its 
length is 100 yards, and its 
breadth is 55-60 yards. 
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Seo 


Hockey 





+ hyan Chand 

2, Every mateh is played in 
two equal halves of 35 minutes 
each. There is a break of 6-10 
minutes for half-time. 


3. Two substitues are al- 
lowed for each team, 


4, A team which scores at 
least one goal more than its 
opponent is considered to 
have won that match. If both 
teams have the same score, 
then the result is a draw. 


15 











5, The hit, push, flick and 
scoop, are the four basic shots 
used. 


n India, the first hockey 
‘lubs were formed in Caleut- 
ta in 1885. Two prestigious 
tournaments were begun — the 
Beighton Cup and the Aga Khan 
Tournament, The Indian Hock- 
ey Federation or the IHF was 
formed in 1925, 


ver the years, India has 

produced many great 
players, But the immortal 
Dhyan Chand, the world class 
player, stands out as the best 
and greatest among them. 
Other great. players known for 
their brilliance on the field are 
Roop Singh (Dhyan Chand’s 
brother), Dara, Balhir Sin; 

















Prithipal Singh, Ajit Pal Singh, 
Surjit Sigh, Pargat Singh... the 
list goes on. 


stroturf* was introduced 
A into hockey in 1976. It is a 
field of artificial grass which 
would be filled with water 
before the game begins, and 
during half-time. With this 
change in the game, India 
yped to the seventh spot in 
the 1976 Montreal games. Since 
then, it has never really been 
able to regain its intertnational 
standing as a good team, 
Unless the government and 
the sports bodies concerned give 
serious thought to the improve- 
ment of the game, there will not 
be much scope for India to rise 


up in hockey again. 
ARJUN 











—] 


POETRY 


MY SISTER 


She shares my joys and sorrows, 
She helps when I am in need 
But when she wants, she is 

As naughty as she can be! 


Guess who she is? 
Just a little younger than me, 
She is my younger sister, 
Her name is Ha 
Janani Sundararajan, aged 9, 
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Photographs : 
] M. PARWATHISAM 
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3 think J should travel, 
And see what's unseen, unheard, 
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4 uni the world, 








ita studied in class V. She 
was an average stude 

Nita scored good marks in 
all the subjects except mathe- 
matics. Although she worked 
hard, she got very low marks in 
that subject, 

Her parents were very con- 
corned about her maths marks. 
‘They tried their level best to 
give her all the help they could. 
Nita too was worried. 

“How can I manage 
without good maths marks if 
I want to study higher?” she 
wondered. 








oO: the eve of every maths 
exam she felt miserable 
and tense. And this time it was 
the half-yearly maths exam. 
‘The day before, she began 
working on her sums 
fas soon as she came 


home. She even 
refused to take lunch. 
And when evening 
arrived, she became 
more and more wor- 
ried. 
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Stories From Our Readers 


“O God!” she prayed. “Please 
help me get at least 80%!” 

When her father came home 
from the office, she got all her 
doubts clarified. Then she went 
to her room, and began to do 
geometry. 

When she looked up at the 
clock it was already 8.30 p.m.! 
As she had not taken her lunch 
in the afternoon, she felt very 
hungry. 


he ran to her mother and 
Jasked her for dinner. She 
gobbled it up so fast, that even 
her mother was surprised. 
Nita then returned to her 
room again and shut the door. 
She began torevise all the sums 
that shehad worked out earlier. 
Then she closed all her notes 
and books, and packed them up 
in her bag. She filled her pens 












with ink, sharpened her peneils 
for geometry, and fixed a pencil 
to the compass. Afterwards, she 
quickly brushed her teeth, 
switched off all the lights, and 
went to bed 





lhe next morning, she got 
up at 6 o'clock. She took out 
her class-work notebook and 
just glanced through it to see 
how she had solved all the 
problems. Then she quickly 
dressed and went to school. 
‘There she saw her friends 
coolly chatting and enjoying 
themselves, not at all worried 
about the exam which they had 
toface in another half-an-hour's 
time. 








Nita was amazed and 
puzzled. The top student of the 





lass too was among them, chat- 
ting and playing, 

‘Then, making up her mind, 
she took a deep breath and 
joined the gang of laughing 
girls. When the bell rang to an- 
nounce the exam, Nita was 
amazed at how relaxed and 
happy she felt. 








lhe holidays were over. The 
exam marks were 
declared. Nita was surprised 
when she got her maths paper. 
She had secured 100%! She was 
the top student in class too! 
Overjoyed, she thought, “No 
more examination fever! Now I 
know how to enjoy doing exams 
too!” 


Sukanya K,, aged 12, 
R.S.K. Junior School, 
Trichy. 
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APPRECIATING 
ART 





Ox, country has so many 
fart forms that it sure is 
difficult to understand and ap- 
preciate each one of them. Most 
of us enjoy film music or pop 
music better than we do any of 
our classical music, That i 
cause this new kind of musi 
in a language and form that we 
understand, without 
worrying about what raga it is 
in, or which taal it is sot to, 









But there is nohard and fast 
rule that you should know the 
raga and taal when you listen to 
a classical piece, 


Twolve-year-old Sowmya 
switched on the television. A 
classical music, flute concert 
was going on. Sowmya liked 
what she heard and sat down to 
listen, 

‘Ten minutes later her elder- 
ly neighbour dropped in, 











hi” cried the neighbo 


“It’s Hariprasad Chaurasia! 
And it’s my favourite raga. Do 
you know what raga it is’ 
Sowmya was uncomfort- 
able, She knew nothing of clas- 
sical music, So she pretended 
she had not heard what the 
neighbour had asked, and 
walked out of the room. 








“Why did you do that?” her 
elder brother Anant asked, 
when she told him what hap- 
pened. “You should have told 
her you didn't know!” 

“Then,” replied Sowmya. 
“She would have given me a 
whole lecture on how ignorant 
we youngsters are, what’s the 
significance of the raga, etc.” 

“She might,” said Anant. 
“But you didn't have to stop lis- 
tening to the concert just be- 
cause you were afraid to show 
your ignorance.” 


The next evening, Anant 
took Sowmya to a violin concert. 
After the first song had been 
played, she turned to Anant and 
asked, “What's the song called? 
Tt was great!” 

“| don’t know the song 
either!” smiled Anant. “But I 
enjoyed it too!” 

Now, in Sowmya’s vast col- 
lection of cassettes, one contain- 
ing M.S. Subbulakshmi’s songs 











sits between a Madonna album 
and one of Remo Fernandes. 

Her friends find it odd, but 
Sowmya says with agrin, “Ilike 
itt” 


Tr there’s an art festival in 
your city or town, don't hesitate 
tobe a part of it if'you are inter- 
ested, 


See or hear whichever art 
form you like— there is noneed 
for you to appreciate all. You 
might like Kathak, and have no 
taste for Bharathanatyam, 
It is the same as liking Lata 
Mangeshkar better than Asha 
Bhonsle, Or listening to the 
New Kids on the Block rather 
than to Michael Jackson! ill 
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WARK 


Bhasting bombs here and there, 


War, war, everywhere. 
Massive explosions, 

Great commotion 

So much blood-shed, so many I 
In the day as well as night. 


People running here and there, 


‘Trying to find shelter, 


People trying to get away from it, 


Fighting wars.is a great risk 


But why can't we stop it, 
And keep the light of peace lit, 


It would be so pleasant, peaceful and nice, 
Nobody would have to starve for bread or rice 


Ashok Viswanat 


New Delhi - 110 005. 
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than, aged 13, 











Draw suitable eyes for these figures below. 
EYE-SPY! Can you spot a pair for three of them? 























STORIES FROM OUR READERS 








was lying on my cosy bed 

with an ‘Agatha Christie’ in 
my hand, Suddenly I heard 
shouts of laughter from the next 
room. My brother, sister and my 
two cousins were having a nice 
time. But I didn’t feel like join- 
ing them. Yet my eyes were just 
running through the pages, and 
I was not really reading the 
words in them, My mind was 
not involved in it. I felt lonely. I 
threw the book aside, and I 
found my legs leading me to the 
next room unconsiously. 


SONI a table that we 
one of my 


cousins asked. There was a 
silence as everyone pondered 
over the question. 

“Dining table!” I replied, 
before I could stop myself. It 
was too late, All were laughing 
at me, 

“You fool! Can we eat a 
dining table? The table which 
‘we can eat is vegetable!” 

Again all of them laughed, 

“Yes! You are right, I am a 
fool!” I failed to keep my voice 
from sounding cross. I turned 
and rushed out of the room. 

“Hey! I meant... er.... Don’t 
take it so seriously! 









SINDHU! 








I left my 
cousin sounding 
apologetic. I re. 
turned to my 
room and reached 
for the book which 
I had thrown 
aside before, 


um had 

made nice 
chapathis for din- 
ner. She asked me 
tocall everybody for dinner I did 
50. 

At the dinner table my 
brother was continuing an 
anecdote which he usually tells 
all visitors. It was about his 
classmate ‘Doney’. 

“... We added a ‘K’ between 
‘n' and ‘e' in his name in the 
composition note. And when 
teacher called out his name as 
‘donkey’....” Before he could 
finish all began to shake with 
laughter. 

“How many times will he 
repeat that dumb anecdote!” I 
thought, “Chee... Big, big bore!” 

At night, I shared my room 
with my sister so that my 
cousins could have her room. 

“Why didn't you join us 
today?” my sister asked. 

“Cause I can’t laugh for all 
silly jokes like you do!” I replied, 
and went to sleep. 











Ihe next morning I got up 
early. But I found 
everybody already awake. 
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Soon, they were all ready, neat- 
ly dressed, and fresh. 

“Why ‘are you ready so 
asked them 

“We are going for along walk 
to the beach. Are you coming?” 

“No. 1 am not.” I replied, 
as I searched for the Agatha 
Christie. 

“Well, then! Bye! We are 
going!” 

They went away singing a 
popular cinema song together. 

I heard my mother calling 
me. 

“Yes, mummy! 

“Why didn't you join them?” 

“They are so boring! They 
laugh for everything!” 

“That's what we call a‘supe- 
riority complex’!” my mother + 
said. 

“Superiority complex?” I 
asked. 





‘a 








6 ‘es, you think yourself 
superior to them. So 

you don’t join them.... in other 
words you don't respect them.” 
27 





“But mum..... I didn't.... I 
mean.... I never thought like 
that!” I exclaimed. 

“Well, you have thought like 
that unconsciously! Come on, it, 
will benicer and more enjoyable 
if you join them in their fun.” 

Iwent outsilently. Ifelt that 
my brain had cleared. Some 
hours later, they returned from 
the beach. Believe it or not, I 
was there greeting them warmly. 








“What can jump higher than 
ahouse?” someone asked. 
“Anything can. 'Cause a 
house can't jump!” I replied. 
All of them roared with 
laughter. Including me, of 
course. How did their jokes, 
which seemed boring yesterday, 
become so interesting today? 
Cari any of you tell me? 
Sindhu. C., 
Kanyakumari - 629 001. 








PUZZLE 








JUMBLE-BUMBLE 


"The names of five animals from the zoo are scrambled up here. 
Could you re-arrange the letters to find out which animals they 


are? 


1) OUSPAHTMIOPP 
2) IFFGRAE 
3) AAPDN 
4) HRION 
5) EMOSO 


K. Sowmiya, Std. VIB, 
Holy Cross Convent School, 
Kalyan. 


Solution on page 80 





Anju : Amma! How much am I 
‘worth to you? 
Mother : My darling! You are 
worth a erore of rupees to me. 
‘Anju + Then can you advance me 
‘a rupee now? 
V. Satya Prakash, aged 13, 
Bangalore - 560 040. 





G 
s 
Anil : Shyam, can you lend me 
ten rupees? 
Shyam : Here! Take it 
Anil : Ob, thank you! I'l be in- 
debted to you foreve 


Shyam : That’s what I was 
afraid of, 


. 








G. Kamal Rajesh, 
Coimbatore - 641 018, 


| Penpals’ Pages is 
closed with effect 
from this month. 
Please do not send 
your names to these 

| pages, as it will take 

“many months to 
clear our already existing, 
Lo-0-0-ng waiting Ui 

So, if you want a penpal, just 

choose one from the names given 
below and write to them, 


| Name :S. Ramya 
‘Age 13 years 
‘Address : 30/19, lot Main Road, 
Dev Apartments, Gandhi Nagar, 
‘Adyar, Madras «600 020 
Hobbies + Singing, 
craft work, painting play 
ing games like trade nn 
chess, nal playing on my 
computer: 


Name :S. Usha 

‘Age : 15 years 

‘Adavess : LS.R. 

Nagar, Rohit Nivas, 

Saibaba Colony, 

Coimbatore - 641.011. 

Hobbies : Watching 

Hindi movies, listoning to westorn 
music, playing shuttle-cock and ctick- 
ot, collecting stamps, ete. 


Name : Sanjoov Kumar Mishra 
Age # 18 year 

‘Address: 1650/N, ‘IX B'Sindh House, 
‘Sainik School, Ghoralehal, 

Nainital - 269 156. 

Hobbies + Collecting coins, singing, 
reading novels by famous writer 


| Name: V. Vidhya 
| Age: 12 years 


PENPALS: 


Bangalore - 560 008. 
Hobbies : Reading | 
books, riding my eyele, 
penpals, collecting | 
postcards and watch- 
ing movies. 


Name : L, Haji Mastan 
Age : 15 years 

Address : No. 74, Nagavarpalya 
Bangalore - 560 016, 

Hobbies : Collecting stamps and coins, 


Name : B, M. Sreedevi 

Age : 14 years 

‘Address t 15/1 Dickenson Road, 

Bangalore - 560 042, 

Hobbies ; Gardening, watching 
movies, listening to 
western musie, writ: 
ing letters, poems and 
short stories, reading 
books, ete, 


‘Address: Lith Main, 

2ath Cross, 

Door No. 589, B. K. I 

Stage, 

Bangalore - 660 070. 

Hobbies : Stamp 
ratchingand playing eriek- 

ing books, 


collecting, 
fet matches, andl rer 


Name : Niraj Singh Raj 
Age : 15 years 

‘Address : 1638/N, Singh House, 
Sainik School, Ghorakhal, 

Nainital - 296 156. 

Hobbies : Making friends, writing 
stories and pooms, and singing. 


Name t Deepika Menon 
Age: 18 years 

‘Address : Builders Apt.B-G-1, Block, 
151/1 Airport Road, 

Bangalore - 560 017. 





Hobbies : Reading, swimming, 
cycling, singing, listening to western 
music, watching movies, going on 
camps and treks, ete. 


Name : Saroj Kumar Parida 


, Parida (HLM) At. 
‘Maharaj Colony, Hatbazaar, 
Jatni - 752 050. Orissa, 
Hobbies : Collecting stamps, draw: 
ing, painting, acting and listening to 
songs, 


Name : Sriprakash T. 8, 
Age :19 years 

‘Address : No. 9, Nagaraja, 
‘Adyar Street, East Tambaram, 
‘Madras - 600 059, 


Name + K, Shanaz 
‘Age 14 years 
Addvess : 15,M.D.L.B. 
Colony, 
Hasthinapuram, 
Chrompet, 

Madras - 600 064, 
Hobbies : Collecting 
stamps nnd coins, gar 
doning, keeping an| 
aquarium. 


Name : R. Harish 

Age: 12 years 

Address : No, 2, Kassim Ali, 2nd 
ne, Madras - 600 005. 
‘lleeting stamps and 

coins, cycling, reading books and 

novels, ete, 


Name : Prashant Katli 

Age :13 years 

Address : ORT 949, Near Ganesh 
_) Temple, Sirpur Kagaznagar, 
"Adilabad Dist, Pin - 504 296, 

Hobbies + Playing cricket, and table 


_) tennis, reading novels, and collecting, 


Name : Rajashree Bhanja 

‘Age: 15 years 

Address : C/o. S. Bhanja, Qr. No. - E/68, 
Sector-20, Rourkela 769005. Orissa. 
Hobbies Photography, readingstory 
books, singing, ote 


‘Name : Ajay Kumar Singh 
6 years 

+ Singh House, 8 

‘School, Ghorkhal, 
inital (U.P) - 269 156 

Playing cricket, football, 
table-tennis, music, reading books, 
ete, 


Name: V. Arun 

‘Age: 11 years 
Address : Type IV-15, 
BEML Nagar, 
K.G.R. - 568.115, 


Name : Mithun Desh= 
pando 
Age : 12 yours 
Address:87,'Nilayam’, 
Opp. 8.G.M. Colloge, 
Vidyanagar, Karad 
415 124 (M.S.) 
Hobbies : Reading, 
collecting greeting 
cards and coins, ey- 

“ling, playing chess, ete, 


Name : Priyanka Porwal 
‘Age: 13 years 

‘Address : Djo. R.K, Porwal 

Machala Magra 1 GA 1 

Udaipur (Rajasthan), 

Hobbies : Playing badminton, danc- 
ing, reading books, ete... 


Name : Shiraz Ahmed 


‘ABL, Colony, Shahabad - 585 229. | 
Hobbies: Repairing electrical instru- 
ments, drawing, ee, 





‘Name : Sunil Meghara 

Age: 14 years 

‘Address : J.S.Q. 6/2 7th Cross 
A.BBLL. Colony, Shahabad - 585 229. 
Hobbies: Collecting stamps, greeting 
cards and riding the eyele. 


Name :S.K. Chaitanya 

‘Age: 11 years 

‘Address : 46-19-95/A, Mosquest, 
Danavaipeta Ri.¥ -593 103, 

E.G. Dist. Andhra Pradesh. 

Hobbies : Collecting stamps and 
painting. 


Name :8.K. Soujanya 
‘Age + 18 years 

‘Address : Clo. SS.V. Prasada Rao, 
46-19-85/A Mosque 

Streot, 

Danavaipota RLY. 

E.G. Dist. (A.P.) 

Hobbies : Reading, 

drawing, singing, collect- 

ing pictures and seeing] 
places of interest. 


Name : K. Nalini 
Age : 14 yonrs 

Adddvss :1167/A Rail- 

‘way Quarters, 

Keshwapur, Hubli - 

580 028, 

Hobbies : Reading books, playing bad- 
minton, listening to Hindi songs, 
‘watching films, eyeling te 


Name :Silvian 
‘Age : 11 years 

‘Address : ORT, 921 S.P.M. 

Now Colony, Sirpur Kaghaznagar. 
Hobbies : Reading sto i 
tures, and playing chess. 


© Name : Kaiser 
© Age: 15 years 

‘Address : ORT 321, $.P.M. 

New Colony, Sirpur Kaghaznagar. 


Hobbies : Reading books, watching 
TTY., and playing chess, 


Sirpur Kaghaznagar. 
Hobbies: Playingbadminton,chessand 
‘carom board, and reading’ Gokulam’, 


Address : Dio, A.N. Di 
‘Sudarsanam 

Kunnathoormedu (P.0.) 

Palghat - 678 013. 

Hobbies : Drawing, watching movies, 


Name :C, Suman 
Age: 12 years 
‘Address : Sjo. CH. 
Subramanyam, 

No. 1-5-91/E 

Balainh Nagar Colony, 
Old Alwal 
Secunderabad -600 010. 
Hobbies : Reading 
story books like 
“Gokulam’, playing 
cricket, chess, collect- 
ing stamps, ete, 


Age : 15 years 
Address : No. 60, I Block East, 
Mountain Street, 

Behind Madhavan Park, 

Jayanagar, Bangalore - 560 011. 
Hobbies : Playing shuttlecock, cricket, 
painting, reading books like ‘Gokulan, 
“Tinkle, Archies, Hardy Boys, Nancy 
Drow, Agatha Christie, ete. 


Name : Deepa P. 
‘Age #15 years 

Address : No. 56, I Block Ex 
Madhavan Park, Mountain Street, 





aE 
dayanagar, Bangalore - 560011. 
Hobbies ': Playing shuttle-cock, 
watching cricket, music and dance, 
collecting stamps, ete. 











Name :N. Gowsan 
Age t 14 years 

‘Address :7, Pioneer Road, Batticaloa, 
Srilanka, 

Hobbies : Collecting stickers, cards 
and.oins, playingericket and badmin- 
ton, ete, 


‘Naima sN-Toniven 
fe 118 years 

‘Address 7, Pioneer Road, Batticaloa, 
Srilanka, 

| Fee + Collecting stickers, coins 








nd cards, playingbadminton, cricket, 
| ete, 





Name :N,Vatean 

ge 116 yonrs 

| Adavess': 7, Pioneer| 
Rond, Batticaion, 
Srilanka, 
Hobbies + Collecting| 
‘stamps, coins, stickors 
and view cards, writ- 
ing, reading general 
knowledge books, ete. 








Name : C. Prema 
Lakshmi 
Age : 14 years 
Address: 1474, 
Balakrishna Nagar, 
MAL Rond, Robertscnpet, 
K.G.F, - 663 122, 
Hobbies : Playing instoor and outdcor 
games, collecting stamps, greeting cards 
| and coins, listening to music, ete 


Name : Deopa Madyallar 
Age: 14 years 

Addvess :J.S.Q. 13/2, 8th Cross 
‘AB.L. Colony, Shahabad - 585 229. 
Hobbies : Music, dancing, reading 
‘Gokulam’, making pen-friends, writ- 
ing, singing, ete. 


Name : Satish K. 

‘Age: 18 years 

‘Address : No. 27, 4th Cross, 
ee 
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—y/ 





a TE 


Jai Bharath Nagar, 
Bangalore - 560 033. 
Hobbies : Reading all types of books, 
painting, philately, playing cricket 
‘and badminton, ete. 













Name: L. Gomathy 

‘Age: 10 years 

Address : 7/20/1704 Karanana 
ivandrum -2 

Hobbies : Watching movies, reading 


books, painting, singing, writing | 
poems and craft. 

Name : Rupa Iyer 

Age: 12 years 

‘Address : B-12, Sindu Society, 

Behind Anand Talks, 

Bombay’ - 400 603. 

Hobbies : Playing vlley-ball, chess, y- | 





«ling, rending Golaalam te 





Name : M, Krishna 
‘Age : 11 years k 
‘Address : Flat 207, 
Chitramala Apart! 
ments, 

Byrasandra, 
Jayanagar 1 
East), 
Bangalore - 660.011. 
Hobbies : Playing 
cricket, badminton 
and video games, col- | 
lecting stamps. and 
reading story books, 





block |) 


Name :M. Jaibalaj 
Age: 13 years 

‘Address Sta Vit, 
Brindavan Public School, 
Coonoor - 643 232. 





‘Nami: Minal K. Shah 

Age: 11 years 

Address : 49/15 Katawkarchawe, 
Katarkar Bldg, Station Road, 
Hubli - 880 020. 

Hobbies : Reading adventure books 
like the ‘Hardy Boys’, collecting greet 
ings cards, watching movies and 
playing basketball 
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ALUTIKIYA ( 





You nee 


5 to 6 boiled potatoes 
1 big onion, finely chopped 
A tomato 
8 to 4 slices of leftover bread 
Salt and chilli powder 

to taste, : 
Oil 


How to make it : 


Boil potatoes, skin and 
cool. Mash the potatoes in a 
bowl. Add the chopped tomatos, 
Pye half the portion of chopped 
onion, salt and chilli powder. 
Crumble slices of bread into it, 
and mix well into a dough, 

Heat a tava on the stove, 
Pour two teaspoons of oil on it. 
When the oil is hot, take a small 
portion of the dough, pat into a 
flat shape. Place it on the tava 
and roast till reddish brown on. 
both sides. 

Put the tikiya ona plate, top- 
ping it with some chopped 
onion. Serve with chutney or 
sauce. 

8. Alka, aged 13, 
Calcutta - 19. 


33 








Find the 
Great Men 


Jumbled in the letters 
below are the names of five 
great men. Unscramble them 
and spell them right... 

1. NAACIESWOTN, 

(two words) 

2. GRIOEMACICSUPEV 

(bwo words) 

8. ALETRITSO 

4, HSBAUSARANCDH 

EBOS (three words) 
5, SMUBLOUC 


GE. Balajee, aged 12, 
Madras - 600 017. 


MIXED MAXIMS! 


T have mixed the begin- 
nings and ends of these popular 
maxims. Can you put them 
right? 


1. Failure is the strength. 


2. Men are born to sueceed, 
stepping stone to success. 


8. No good deed, wins the 
race. 
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4. Unity is not to fail. 


5, Slow and steady, goes un- 
rewarded. 


S. Preethi, 

aged 12, 
Alvernia School, 
Coimbatore. 


FUNNY 
MEANINGS 


‘The five sentences given 
below are not quite right. Can 
you arrange the words in the 
right order and correct them? 


1. A nursemaid is wanted 
for a baby about twenty years 
old. 

2. He thought of marrying 
her several times. 

3. I saw a dead tortoise 
walking down the lane. 

4. Lost, acane agentleman 
with a carved head. 

5. A house wanted is for 
a lady with six decent 
rooms. 


Compiled by 
C. Vijayalaxmi, 
‘aged 12, 

Bangalore - 560 001. 
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WORD BUILDER 


Fillin the littlesquaresin this frame with the right wordswith 
the help of the clues given below. 





























r 
fz 
3 
Clues 
Across Down 
2. doin two points and form 1. A New Zealand bird 
a 4. A part of the body, 
3. The thing being talked at the end of the feet. 
about. 6. Arodent 
5. The organ of our body —8. To fry in 
with which we hear D. Rachel, aged 9, 
7. Opposite of bottom Vijayantha Primary School, 
‘Avadi. 
[ ‘Solution on Page 46 
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se OL.UCOAGE 


L& long ago, lived St. 
Les a young and 
handsome warrior who 

had many, many adventures. 
Clad in bright armour, and with 
his shield and trusty magic 
sword Ascalon, by his side, he 
had nothing to fear. He 
travelled to many lands and 
saw wonderful, strange and 
frightening things. 


Oz day, as he was riding 
past a sea-shore in a 
strange land, he saw a beautiful 
maiden walking all alone. She 
was dressed likea bride, and yet 
her face was pale with terror. 
Solemnly she walked towards 
the sea. 

Sure that something was 
terribly wrong, St. George rode 
towards her. Hearing the sound 
of the horse’s hooves, the 
maiden turned. When she saw 
him, her expression changed. 

“Flee young knight!” she 
cried. “Or you too will die!” 

“T cannot run away when 
you are in danger,” replied St. 
George. 

‘As he said that, the sea in 
front of him heaved. Huge 
waves rose and fell, and from it 





8 Tae From England 


36 


came a roaring sound, At the 
same time, there was screaming 
and shouting behind him. St. 
George turned to see people 
crowded upon the city walls, a 
little away from the sea shore. 
‘They were shrieking, and wring- 








ing their hands in despair. 
66 e dragon!” screamed 
the maiden. “Flee, 
young man!” 
The roaring from the sea 
grew louder. 
“The flames that shoot from 


its mouth will scorch you to 
death,” she cried. “it has 
destroyed two armies and eaten 
up all our cattle. Escape while 
you can!” 

“No!” replied St. George, 

“Every year,” explained the 
weeping princess. “A young 
maiden comes to the sea shore 
to be killed. Then the dragon 
will not rush upon the entire 
city and kill all the people. I am 
Princess Sabra, and I am the 
daughter of the king. Itis my lot 
this time to die! Oh! It's come!" 

The sea rose up in greater 
waves in a great angry roaring. 
St. George lifted up his shield 
protectively and raised his 








spear. The dragon was upon 
him in moments. 


It was the most terrible 
monster he had ever seen. It 
had the body of a serpent with 
two great wings and four awful 


clawed legs. In its tail was a 
long, poisonous sting. 

It rushed through the air 
‘upon him and a scorching flame 
shot from its jaws. With a sud- 
den movement of its wing, it hit 
St. George and felled him to the 





HOW TO PRONOUNCE COMMON WORDS. 





Sometimes, you may be confused how to pronounce certain simple words 
that you use everyday, Different people may give the words different sounds. 

Puzzle — you pronounce the ‘win this word with a.short ‘a’ sound as in 
“hue 

Riddle — you pronounce the ‘inthis Word with a short "i" sound as in bit, 

Czar — this word is pronounced *zaa’. 

Czarina — you say “zaarena’. The last ‘a" has a short sound as in ‘another’, 

Guinea (Pig) — the first word is pronounced ‘gin (Ihe gs pronounced as 
{n go’), both i's with a short ‘e" sound 

Guitar —you say, ‘gitaa’, Sometimes, the ‘r” sound may be pronounced too, 

Vine— you gently bite your lower lip with your tecth for the ‘V" sound. You 
say ‘vin’, with the “i” sound as in ‘high’, 

Wine — you round your lips forthe *w” and say ‘win’ ,with the “i” the same 
as in “high, 7 





ground from his horse. Then it “Tie it about the dragon's neck. 
gave such afierce blow, thathis It will not harm you.” 
spear broke into a thousand Then, holding one end of the 
pieces. sash, the princess led the 
dragon to the city market place, 
he fire, hot and scorching, It followed her meekly. 
made St, George feel dizzy. 





But he pushed himself to his hen they reached the 
fect, and drew his magic sword city, all the people began 
Ascalon. He felt stronger. to run in fear, but St. George 


‘As the dragon passed once asked them to stay where they 
more over him, it lifted a wing were, Then, with a mighty blow 
tohithim, Seizing the moment, of his sword Ascalon, he be- 
St. George drove his sword into headed the dragon in the 
the tender portion of its body —market-place. 
below the wing, The dragon foll__'The people gave a great cry 
to the ground, for the wound of joy. They were free from the 
was deep. It lay still and monster for ever. And of course, 


trembled. Princess Sabra married the 
“Untie your sash,” St. brave knight whohad saved her 
George told Princess Sabra, froma terrible death. : 
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FUNNY MISTAKE 


out. In a vessel on the 
table, I saw, was my 
favourite Kher! 

I was delighted. I im- 
mediately spooned out a 
portion into a bowl and 
tasted it. It needed some 
more sugar. So, adding 
more sugar, I drank itup. 
It was delicious, 


















When my mother 
came home, she began to 
search for something 
with a puzzled look on her 
face 

Finally she asked me, 
“Madhvesh! Where is the 
vessel of starch I had left 
on the table? I wanted to 
‘starch my sarees.” 
My heart stopped a 
moment. 
“I drank it up!” I ex- 

claimed. 
evening, when 1 What?” 

Enema Fe Fi day rds, 
Ox. home from .,,¥tom that day onwards, I 
school, I was very hungry. We take it without asking my 
had had both P.T. and games jpother. 
that day. When I reached home, Madhvesh, aged 12, 
I saw that my mother had gone Bangalore - 560 041. 
















Q + Whatdid one fool say to 
another? 
A : You are so wonderfool! 


‘ Sarun, 
Madikeri - 571 201. 
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7 Wemes-)-5 4) eel isa 


ere was a policeman whom 
\we saw very often in our colony. We 
would see him asking somebody or 
the other about some person living 
there, When people asked him why 


he asked such questions all the time, 
he would shout back at them. He 


‘would also frighten them saying that 
he would arrest anybody who stood 
in the way of his enquiry 


‘One day, he was asking an old 
‘man sitting nearby, details about our 
house. I hurried forward, but he 
walked away before I could hear 
anything properly. I asked the old 
‘man what the policeman had asked 
him, But the old man looked very 
frightened and walked away without 
replying. 


‘That night, while we were all 
asleep, I was jolted awake by some 


THE ‘LAW’ 
IN 
DISGUISE 


faint sounds from our drawing room. 
My heart beating, I crept towards 
that room. Inside, [could seea figure 
‘wearing a black coat, fiddling about 
with our T.V. and V.CR. 

‘Thief, thieft”” I shouted. 

My parents woke up, and lights 
‘came on in the nearby houses. The 
thief tried to jump out through the 
window, but he was too late. My 
father, gave him a good whack with 
the broom. He lost his balance and 
fell down. 















When we took a closer look at 
cour thief, we had a surprise. He was 
none other than the ‘policeman’ 
making his “enquiry”. 

He was not really a policeman. 
He was a professional thief who 
posed as a policeman for his own 


ends. L 
inod Nambiar, aged 13, 
Bombay - 62. 


a 


See ——_ 






















‘hen I was two years old, 

my mother ahd I stood in 

corner of a crowded bus-stand, 
My mother had my year-old 
sister on her waist. She could not 
hold me as I wanted to go with 
my father across the road to 
catch an auto, We needed to go 
to the G.H, My father crossed 
the road leaving me behind, I 
suddenly wrenched myself free 
from my mother’s grasp and ran 





HAPPENED TO ME 
" 


found myself in front of a 
speeding bus and closed my 
eyes in fear. The bus came to a 
Jerking halt before me. I opened 
my eyes to find that the bushad 
stopped directly in front of me, 
nearly touching me. 

If the bus hadn't stopped 
right then, I will not be sitting 
here to write this experience to 
my darling magazine, 
‘Gokulain’ 

‘This incident took place four 
days after a major accident, in 
which my grandma had been 
wounded severely, 











MY MUMMY 


On! My dear mummy, 
Tlove you, ; 
You ure beautiful! 
And lovely too! 
This is my first poom, 
For your birthday.” 
his my ei to you, for 
1¢ beautit " ‘i 
ith my mischievous behavi 
Still you love me, fore 
You say, I am your eyes! 
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RECIPE 








TASTY SNACKS 
FROM LEFTOVERS 


BREAD DELIGHT 


You need : 

2 large onions, finely 
chopped 

12 or more slices of leftover 

bread 

1 tsp. chilli powder 

2 tsps. oi, for frying 

‘\ tsp. mustard seeds 

A sprig of coriander leaves 

1-2 chillies 

1 tsp. salt (or to taste) 


How to make it: 

Crumble the bread slices 
into small pieces. Dip the slices 
of bread into a bowl of water. 
Remove by squeezing the water 


out of each slice. Do not allow 
the slices to become too soft. and 
squishy. 

Heat a little oil in a pan. 
When it becomes hot, put the 
mustard seeds in it and allow it 
to sputter. 

Add the finely chopped 
onions and fry them till they 
become a golden brown. 

‘Add the pieces of bread to 
the onions and mix well by stir- 
ring it continuously. 

Remove the mixture from 
the gas, and garnish with cor- 
riander leaves. It tastes good 
plain, or with tomato ketchup. 


Subhalakshmi. 


Dear Subhalakshmi, 

You have sent us a very tasty 
and useful recipe, but we need 
your age and address too. Please 
send it to us. Ed. 














[MINUTES THAT MATTER 








TO CATCH 
A 


t beautiful morning, 
or that’s how it seemed to 


‘me. I was the happiest per- 
son in the world. For that day, 1 
wa to start for my 
randmother’s place in 
Hyderabad for my vacation 
‘The train was at six o'clock that 
evening. 

I jumped out of bed hum- 
ming my ‘happy day’ tune. At 
reakfast, we discussed the 
packing to be done. My sisters 























argued with each other about 
the dresses I was to take, My 
father left for the office, promis- 
ing to return in time to take me 
to the station. 


fer he left, mother began 
to pack my clothes into a 
suitcase. I felt a rush of excite- 
ment, when I saw the suitcase 
standing in the front room, I 
was waiting for the moment to 
come when I would start the 
Journey. The time seomed to be 
‘moving painfully slowly. 

At 3.30 p.m., we had our tea 
and snacks. My mother began to 
give me instructions on how to 
be careful, since I was going on 
my own, 

4.00 p.m. No sign of my 
father. I began to get worried. 
At 4.15 p.m. I rang his office. 
‘There was no answer. 

Ibecame angry, 
and then frighten- 
ed as the thought 
of missing the 
train flashed into 
my mind, 

Ittakes an hou 
to travel to the sta- 
tion from my 
house, It was 4.55 
p.m. I was on the 
verge of tears, 
when I heard the 
sound of my 
father's scooter. 

I rushed out 
and began to shout 
at him. 














“The scooter 
problems,” he explained. 

“Oh, let's go!” I exclaimed, 
and we caught a taxi to take us 
to the station. 


gave 








he traffic was heavy. The 

taxi could only move slow- 
ly. At 5.80, we hadn't even 
covered half the way. At 5.45, 
we had covered almost 3/4th the 
distance. That's when I began to 
cry, for I was sure I would miss 
the train, 

‘At 6.02 p.m. we rushed onto 
the station platform. There was 
no sign of the train I was to 
catch, Tears rushed past my 
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eyelids and flowed down my 
cheeks 

“Till find out if it’s gone,” 
sighed my father, his face heavy 
and disappointed, 

He returned, a smile 
wreathed across his face, 

‘Your train has not even 
reached this station as yet,” he 
told me, “All thanks to our In- 
dian Railway timings. It'll start 
only at eight o'clock from here.” 

Relief washed over me, 
Thad a wonderful holiday. 





S. Prema, aged 15, 
New Delhi - 110 002. 





Page 34 
Find the Great Men 


Tsaac Newton 
‘Amerigo Vespucci 
Aristotle 

Subash Chandra Bose 
Columbus 


MIXED MAXIMS! 


ad 


1, Failure is the stepping 
stone to success, 

2, Men are born to succeed, 
not to fail 


8. No good deed goes un- 
rewarded. 

4, Unity is strength, 

5, Slow and steady wins the 
race. 


FUNNY MEANINGS 


1. A  nursemaid about 
twenty years old, is wanted for 
ababy. 

2, He thought several 
times, of marrying her. 

8. Walking down the lane, I 
saw a dead tortoise, 

4, A gentleman lost a cane 
with a carved head, 

5. A house with six 
decent rooms, is wanted for a 
lady. 
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EMBARRASSING MOMENTS 


PHONE CAPER! 


t was a Monday, and I had not gone to school for the 

past three days, as] had fever. So, in the eveningI rang 

‘up my best friend, Madhu. I wanted to find out what 
was happening in school, 

‘After I dialled her number, somebody picked up the 
phone at the other end. A female voice said, “Hello!” 1 
immediately recognised it as Madhu’s. At that moment I 
forgot all about my school, and began to talk about other 
things. I told her how I fretfully spent those three days 
popping those terrible pills. Then we began to discuss our 
common friends. 











he sounded a bit vague then. So I changed the topic 
‘and said, “Okay Madhu! Tell me what happened in 
‘school today.” > 

‘To my horror and embarrassment, a clear male voice 
answered me, “You better ask Madhu that question. I am 
her brother Ashu speaking.” 

[felt both embarrassed and angry. When Madhu came 
on the line, she just kept laughing. Finally, I too, joined in 
the fun. I began to laugh too. 

Madhu then explained to me that her brother could 
easily mimic her voice and had fooled me just for fun. 


Judge : Thore is not much evidence: 
against you. So you are free to go. 
Prisoner : Does that mean I ean 
keep the money? 
‘Meghann V. Kakade, aged 13, 
Bombay - 400 092. 
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HIDDEN RAINBOW 


Can you spot the hidden rainbow colours in this grid? 
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J. Vinthra, aged 12, 
Chidambaram - 608 001. 
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A WATERY 
DAY! 


his is the most frightening 

experience I have had in 
my life - one that I will never 
forget. 

At five o'clock one morning, 
my brother, my aunt and myself 
went to the beach at Thiruvan- 
miyur to watch the sunrise, 

Itwas high tide at that time. 
So at first we decided that we 
‘would not go into the water. But 
it looked so inviting, and 
tempted, we let our legs be 
washed by the waves, 

For a few minutes, we were 
really enjoying it, when my 
‘aunt spotted a huge wave. She 
told us to go back to shore, but 
we were too late. The wave 
crashed down, and the swirling 
waters pulled at us with all its 
might. 





Teacher : Arif! This essay on 
‘your pet dogiis exactly the same as 
the one your brother wrote. 

Avif + Yos, ma'am. Itis the same 


“fi. Shakeel Ahmed, aged 12, 
‘Shahabad -585 229. 





“Help!” I screamed, the only 
one among us three who seemed 
to have a voice. 

“Help!” 


'y brother and my aunt 

were being mercilessly 
pulled by the wave. My aunt 
struggled to get out, but 
couldn't. I tried to pull at their 
legs, but soon gave it up. 

Suddenly, two fishermen 
who had heard my cries came to 
our rescue. They pulled at my 
brother, shoved him on the 
shore, and helped my aunt to 
her feet. 

I too, ran back to the shore, 
as Thad notbeen pulled as deep: 
ly inas they. 

It was only later that we dis- 
covered, that we were actually 
being pulled in by a whirlpool 
some 30 kms. off shore! 


Vamini Narayanan, 

aged 12, 

P.S.B.B. Senior Secondary 
School, 

Madras. 








A Tale From Serbia 














there lived three brothers 

who had nothing in the 
world but the clothes that they 
wore, a little hut in which they 
lived, and a pear tree. They 
lived upon the fruit that this 
pear tree bore, and shared 
the fruit on its branches equal: 
ly. So they took turns to guard 
this tree by night. 


Liz long ago in Serbia, 


One full moon night, as 
the eldest brotherstood guard 
over the tree, he saw a 
tagged beggar carrying just a 
staff, approach him. 

“'sir.'" quavered this 
wretched creature. “1 am 
hungry. | haven't eaten for 
weeks.” 
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“Take the pears that are 
there on this branch,” said the 
youth, “I can give you only 
that, for the other branches 
belong to my brothers. | can- 
not give you what is not 
mine.” 

So the hungry beggar had 
his fill, blessed the eldest 
brother and left. 

The same thing happened 
when the other two brothers 
were on guard too. 


As you must have 
guessed, the beggar was 
none other than an angel in 
disguise, who wanted 10 test 
the three poor men 

So, on the fourth day, the 
beggar appeared at the door 
of their hut and said, “Good 
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youths! | have a great debt to 
repay. Ask me for one thing 
that you would like to have, 
and it shall be granted.’ 

The three brothers were 
wondering what this ragged 
beggar could do for them. But 
they followed him anyway, for 
they were curious to see what 


he would do. 

Soon, they reached a 
brook flowing a little past the 
hut, and the beggar stopped. 

‘What would you like to 
have?’’ he asked the first 
brother. 


The young man looked at 
the water gurgling past and 


said, “If only this water could 
be wine, and | could call it 
mine.” 





So, be it,"" said the beg: 
gar and raised his staff. 

Lo and behold! The water 
in the brook turned to wine 
Workers appeared, rolling bar- 
els down to the stream, filing 





them up and loading them 
‘onto waggons. Counting 
houses and warehouses too 
sprang up. And the eldest 
brother owned all this. 

The beggar walked on with 
the other two brothers. They 
came to a great field where a 
flock of birds had alighted. The 
bitds were pecking at the 
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grain that lay scattered in the 
field after harvest. 


The second brother said 
thoughtfully, “if only these 
birds were cattle, how happy, 
{would be." 


The beggar ralsed his staff, 


“A good wife who will 
stand by me in good times 
and bad,"* he replied. 

“Very well" replied the 


beggar, 
‘And he walked on with the 
third poor man till they 


reached the palace. They 
walked past the soldiers, 








‘and the whole scene before 
them changed, The field be- 
came a plain in which stood a 
dairy, Cattle grazed, as 
labourers busily did their work. 

The beggar then turned to 
the last brother. 

“What do you wish for?’” 
he asked 
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through the vast rooms, till at 
last they reached the inner 
chambers. There, a lovely 
maiden sat between her 
parents, the Tsar and the 
Tsarina, 

The beggar approached 
the throne and said, "Sire. This 
young man wishes to wed 
your daughter.’" 


The Tsar just laughed. 
“Do you see those two 
handsome princes there?" he 
asked the beggar. “ls she to 
marry a beggar instead?’ 

“Let God decide the 
match,"" replied the beggar. 
“Let the princess plant three 
vines today, and name each 
after her three suitors. The vine 
that bears the grapes the next 
day, shallhelp her decide who 
shall wed her.’” 

“Very well,’ the Tsar 
agreed. 

He was sure that no| 
vine could bear grapesin 
one day, and that the 
beggar was surely mad, 


The next morning, the’ 
vine that bore the name 
of the thitd poor man, 
had clusters of grapes 
hanging from it. So the 
Tsar had to keep his word, and 
marty off his daughter to him, 

But he was so angry to 
have @ poor man for a son-in- 
law, that he threw both his 
daughter and her husband 
out. 

“| don't want to see you 
two ever again!" he cried. 

$0 the third poor man and 
his bride had to seek their 
bread In the wide world, They 
returned to live in the hut that 
once belonged to him and his 
brothers. 
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The beggar had disap- 
peared. But he appeared a 
year later. He wished to see 
how the three men were con- 
ducting their affairs. He went 
to the first brother who was 
now a busy businessman 

“Pray, give me a cup of 
wine,”’ he cried. 

The fitst brother failed to 
tecognise the beggar who 
had put him on the path to 
fortune. 

“Get away!" he ctled, “if! 





were to give every beggar a 
cup of wine free, I'd have no 
businessleft.”” 

At that moment, the brook 
of wine tuned into water. And 
the beggar disappeared. 


He visited the second 
brother. 

“Pray give me a bit of 
cheese,"’ he begged the 
brother who was now a suc- 
cessful dairy farmer. 

“Get away!"’ cried the 
second brother. “What do 
you think I'd have left if |gave 
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RECIPE 











You need : 

big potatoes 

2 carrots 

5 green chillies 
Corriander leaves 
Salt to taste. 





How to make it: 

Finely chop carrots. Boil 
the potatoes and carrots till 
they are soft. Mash the 
pogatoes, add carrots, cor- 
riander leaves, chillies and salt, 
and mix well. 

Pat the mixture into oval 
shapes. Heat oil in a pan and 
shallow fry the patties. 

Servehotwith sauce or chut- 
ney. 

N. Keerthy, aged 14, 
Coimbatore - 18. 








my cheese free to all who 
asked for it?"" 

The beggar raised his staff, 
‘and the cattle tuned fo birds 
once again, and flew away. 

The beggar, once again, 
disappeared. 


The beggar then visited 
the third brother in his hut. 

“Pray give me shelter for 
the night,”" he begged 

“Come in, good man,”” 
said the third poor man, "You 
‘are welcome to what little we 
have."* 

He and his wife were thin, 
and their hands and faces 
were scarred with hard work 

They wereso poor that they 
couldn't afford real flour to 
bake bread, ; 

The Tsar's daughter began 
to bake bread with a flour 
made from acorn and tree 
bark 





She took the hard, black 
loaf.out of the oven and set it 
‘on the table. As she cut it, a 
most delicious aroma arose 
from it. To their amazement It 
had turned into a soft, white 
loaf of the best kind of bread. 
They looked up in great 
astonishment. 

Their hut had vanished, 
‘and their guest had gone. 

And they were in a mag- 
nificent palace with all the 
comforts in it that their hearts 
could desire. | | 
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n the town of Thiruvad- 
i ines lived a young brah- 
min boy. His name was ne day, the keeper of the 
Vadhavoorar. He was intel- Oz stables told the 
ligent and talented, and by his raja, “Maharaja! All our 
sixteenth year, had mastered horses are old. A few died 
all the Vedas and the Hindu recently. We need a few 
scriptures. His fame as a hundred horses urgently to 
scholar spread far and wide. serve our army.” 

At that time, Arimarthana Arimarthana Pandiyan 
Pandian ruled Madurai. turned to Vadhavoorar. “Go to 
Having heard of Vadhavoorar, the port city of Thirupperun- 
he sent for him. Impressed by thurai and return with the best 
his intelligence, the Pandiya horses. Take as much gold as 
raja said to him, 
“Remain with me 
as my chief mini- 
ster.” 7 
Vadhavoorar | 
accepted. He soon 
became an able 
administrator — 
just, honest and 
fearless. But | 
never did he get 
arrogant with his 
powers, or become 
attached to his 
post. All the time, 
he only wished to 
find a better way 
to serve Lord 
Siva. 

“I need a 


proper guru who 
will put me on the 
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right path,” he thought. 
















\ \ Tene 
you need, and may you return 
successful.” 

Vadhavoorar did as he was 
told, He took with him a few 
troops tohelp him bring the hor- 
ses back. 

‘At Thirupperunthurai, Vad- 
havoorar visited the temple 
first, As he emerged from the 
shrine, a strange sight caught 
his eyes. Under a banyan tree, 
fa sage was teaching a group of 
disciples, Vadhavoorar saw 
that the sage was none other 
than Lord Siva himself. 
Delighted, he threw himself at 
the guru's feet. 

‘The sage lifted him up and 
taught him the full significance 
of the five syallable mantra — 
NA-MA-SI-VA-YA. Vadha- 
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voorar, in 
ecstasy, began to + 
sing hymns in 

\ praise of Lord 

4 Siva, 

Pleased, Siva 
said, “Your songs 
are like nectar to 
me — each word 
is a priceless 
gem. Henceforth, 
you shall be 


known to all as 
Manick: 





here and take 
good care of the 
temple.” With 
Hi these words, Siva 
4 and his disciples 


vanished, 


avoorar, now Manick- 
avachakar, sent back the 
troops to Arimarthana 


Pandiyan, with a message that 
the horses would be sent soon. 

Then, conveniently forget- 
ting the raja and his errand, he 
spent his time renovating the 
temple, conducting festivals 
and serving the Lord and his 
devotees, with the money from 
the royal coffers. 

But the raja had not for- 
gotten. He waited for some 
months, and then sent ames- 
senger. Manickavachakar sent 
word that the horses would be 
sent soon. 

‘That night, Lord Sivaap- 


peared to him in a dream and 


hove words sparkle lke gem. 
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said, “Return to Madurai. The 
horses will be sent soon.” 

So,  Manickavachakar 
returned to Madurai. Weeks 
passed, but there was no sign of 
the horses. Pandiyan now be- 
came suspicious and asked, 
“What did you do with the gold, 
Vadhavoorar?” 

When he received no 
answer, he threw Manicka- 
vachakar into prison. 


sible for what happens to them 
hereafter.” 

Arimarthana Pandiyan was 
so overjoyed that he failed to 
understand what the rider was 
telling him. 

Night fell, The horses were 
safely stabled, and the raja 
happy. But at the stroke of mid- 
night something terrible 
happened. All thehorses turned 





There he was 
tortured, but he bore 
all in silence. He 
prayed to Siva all the 
time. 


ne morning, 
the people of 
Madurai saw 


a strange sight. 
Thousands of horses 
galloped into the city. 
Clouds of dust rose, 
and the noise was 
deafening. The raja 
saw the horses from 
his terrace and was 
happy. He asked his 
guards to set Manick- 
avachakar free. 

The horses clat- 
tered into the royal 
stables. The leading 
horse had arider on it 
— whom Manick- 
avachakar recognised 
as Siva. 

“We hand over 
these horses to you,” 
therider told there 
“We are not respon- 
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into jackals, and ran out of the 
stables. 


he whole city of Madurai 
woke to the terrible howl 
of jackals. All were hor- 
rified to see hundreds of jackals 
everywhere. The jackals bi 
anybody who was in their way 
and disappeared into the forest. 
In the morning, when the 
raja heard what had happened, 
he was furious. He once more 
summoned Manickavachakar. 
“Can you explain the night's 
happenings?” he thundered. 
Poor Manickavachakar was 
speechless. This time, Manick- 
avachakar wasmade to stand in 
the dry bed of the river Vaigai 
in theburning sun, a heavy rock 
on his head. 
can't understand this, 0 
Lord,” he prayed miserably. 
His cry of agony fell on Si 
ears. He commanded the river 
Vaigai to rise up in flood. Imm. 














diately, water rushed through 
the sands and threatened to 
destroy the entire city of 






Raju: 


a5 
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Mother (annoyed) 
Raju! Why are you roll: raja’ rai F 
pape ben: raja raised his 





dustbin! 


Madurai. The guards left 
Manickavachakar, where he 
was standing, and fled in terror. 
Manickavachakar simply 
entered the temple to pray. 


andiyan ordered all his 
people to help build up 
mud banks to stop the 
river from overflowing into the 
city. All set to work. 

Lord Siva too came on the 
scene, as a labourer, a pickaxe 
on his shoulder, a basket on his 
head and rags around his waist, 
‘Then he proceeded to fill his 
basket with mud. But instead of 
helping, he would walk slowly 
towards the river, drop his bas- 
ket of mud carelessly on the 
banks, slip into the seething 
waters and have a nice swim! 
He did this many times. 


hen the raja came to 
inspect the work, the 
people told him of the 


labourer's strange behaviour. 
“What do you think you are 
doing?” he asked 
the ‘labourer’. 
When he got no 
reply, the angry 


hand and gave 


amuse baby. him a hefty blow 


Mother : But where's Oy hi 
your baby slater? Feant, 0 his back, 
‘see her anywhere, 


Raju : She's inside the t that mo- 
ment, all 
G.Sriram, aged 14, the people 


Madras -600 049, assembled there 


<< including the raja, 
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felt as if somebody had hit them 
on their backs. 

‘The raja stood for a moment 
puzzled. Then he realized 
whom he had hit. 

“It’s the Lord!” he thought in 
horror. 

As soon as he realized that, 
the flood receded and the 
labourer vanished. 

Arimarthana Pandiyan now 
understood. He rushed in 
search of Manickavachakar and 
begged his pardon. 

‘Manickavachakar was now 
free to do what he wanted. He 


spent his time singing the 
praise of his Lord. Hedied at the 
age of thirty two, 


This story of Manicka- 
vachakar is but the legend that 
is told of a great man. His 
literary work ‘Thiruva- 
chakam’ is a collection of 
wonderful songs of Lord Siva. It 
was translated into English in 
the eighteenth century by Dr. 
G.U, Pope, a Christian mission- 
any. 

T. PAKSHI RAJAN 





FRIED PANEER 








You need : 


4 kg. paneer 

Garlic salt 

Pepper 

And a quantity of oil 
How to make it 


cubes. Drop them 





‘Cut the paneer into small 
into hot oil 


‘and shallow fry them. Let the 
cubes cool a bit. 

‘Then sprinkle garlic salt and 
pepper on the cubes. Makes a 
tasty side-dish, or a snack for 
tea-time. 

Divyana Murdeshwar, 
‘aged 9, Salem - 30, 
a —— 
‘Teacher : What would you like to 
be, when you grow up, Sonu? 
Naughty Sonu :I would like to be 
fa teacher, miss. 
‘Teacher : Why? 
Naughty Sonu : Bees 
shouting 





Anil Kumar, 
Bangalore. 
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EXPERIENCE 


was studying in standard X 

in the Vivekananda 
Vidyalaya School in Chrompet 
It is a C.BS.B. School. That 


means that you have to write 
the public exam in some other 
school, not your own, My hall 
centre was a school across town, 
in Tambaram. | travelled by the 
suburban train service to my 


examination centre] 
with my friends. 


‘twas Saturday. The 

day of our maths 

exam. I was in com- 

plete and utter ten- 

sion, Usually, I check| 

my things before I step| 

out of the house, but 

that day, I forgot to do 

that. Usually, T am at my ex- 

amination hall about half an 

hour before the exam begins. 

But on that day I was forty-five 

minutes early! (Which was for- 

tunate as you will learn later in 
my story.) 

We all entered the hall, The 

teacher in charge asked each 

one for their hall tickets. When 








Father ; Arjun! Where's your 
report card? 

Arjun: Ontopofthe cupboard, dad. 
Father : Why on earth did you put 
it there? 

Arjun + It said, Keep it up! 


R. Purushothoman, aged 11. 


Dear Purushothoman, 
You have not given your address. 
Please send it tous. Ed. 


my turn came, I opened my box, 
but to my utter horror, it was 
not there! 


I remembered that I had 
placed the ticket among the 
pages of the Tamil guide that I 
‘was going through the previous 
day. I told the teacher my prob- 
Jom and asked her to excuse me. 
She agreed. 

My maths teacher who had 
overheard all the proceedings 
offered to drop me off at my 
house on her TVS 50. 

‘Thank you very much, 
miss,” I told her when I reached 
home. 

Trushed in and searched for 
my Tamil guide. I found it and 
went through the pages, but the 
hall ticket wasn't there! My 
heart was beating very fast as I 
looked through the book again. 
No hall ticket. 


ecause I was so tense I 

}went around shouting at 
everybody at home. Then my 
aunt gently told me that she 
had seen a piece of paper that 


» 


looked like my hall ticket in the 
hands of my little cousin. I went 
cold. Just supposing the child 
had torn it up? I would not be 
able to write my exams then, 
And standard X was theturning 
point in my life! 

Tbegan to sob. Just then, my 
brother came there and told me 
that my hall ticket was safe, 

“I took it from the child's 
hands,” he said. “And placed it 
between the pages of your 
maths text-book.” 
























once again rushed back to 

my examination centre. I 
grabbed my maths text-book 
which I had left on a window sill 
and went through its pages. 
‘There! I found my hall ticket. 

“Hurrah!” I shouted. And 
when things settled down, I sat 
down and concentrated on writ- 
ing my exam. Thank God, I 
made it in the nick of time. 


C.G, Rajani, Std XI, 
Jaigopal Garodia National 
HSS. 

Madras. 


| 


Madam! Are you waiting for your 
favourite colour to come on? 








ituated in the Shevaroy 

Hills, Yereaud is about 

4,500 foet above sea-level. 
‘The first house at Yereaud was 
by built in 1841 by the Rev. J. 
M. Lechier. The first coffee cul- 
tivation was introduced at the 
Grange Estate. Then, one Mr. 
Brat, Collector of Salem, took 
keen interest in this hill-sta- 
tion, and soon settlers began to 
migrate to these hills. 


You gets its name from 
the picturesque pygg 

lake fed by the mountain 
streams — Eri (lake) 
hadu (forests). There are 
ridges and ravines all 
around this hill-station. 
and the best view of the 
plains below can be had“ 
from ‘Lady's Seat.’ 









iB the olden days, cart 
roads ran along the”! 
slope along the ridge of 
thelake, Pagoda Point a | 
4507 feet, gives the best 'F4,. 
view on the eastern side 
Lady's Seat at 4548 feet. 
and Bear's Hill at 4825 


foot too, command magnificient 
views, 


etween 1820 and 1829, 
lands were granted under 
the Grant Rules for Europeans 
for coffee cultivation. A nominal 
fee of Rs, 1/- per acre was 





charged, Many took advantage 
of this, The Shevaroys began to 
develop, and Europeans began 
to settle there on coffoe plan- 
tations. 













The pioneer coffee cultivator 
of Shevaroys was G. Fisher. In 
1889, a telegraph station was 
opened at Yercaud, 


Art interesting feature 
in Yercaud is the Loop 
Road, the kind of which is not 
found in any other hill-station. 
It begins from the lake and goes 
around it through estates and 
vantage points, and comes back 
to the starting point, covering a 
distance of about 22 miles. 

Every Sunday, a big 
Shandy, or market is held near 
the lake on the sacred Shola. 
‘The Malayalees hold an annual 
feast here. 


The temple : 


here is a temple dedicated 
to the god Shevaroyan at 
the top-most point of the hills. 
Under a huge spreading tree, is 









a small temple. From here, a 
view of the whole of Yercaud 
town can be seen. An annual 
festival is held every year in 
may. 





Industrial Importance : 
n the six hills of the northern 
range are deposits of 
Bauxite. The total quantity 


available is estimated to be six 
million tons. 





A tourist Spot 


ee is being developed 
as an important tourist 
spot in the South. With the in- 
creased number of tourists 
visiting hill-stations down 
south (due to the closure of 
Kashmir up north), Yereaud is 
seen as an important attraction 
next to Ooty, and Kodaikanal 
N. RAMAKRISHNA 








Mother: Why are youerying Ram? 
Ram + I foll down while playing, 

‘Mother: But that wasan hour ago, 
Ram : There was no time to cry 
‘while I was playing. So Tam erying 














Kavi “Look, mummy! 1 made a 
sitar by myself 
Mummy : Very good. Where did 
you get the strings? 
Ravi: From your sitar, mummy. 
‘Avinash Srinivasan, aged 7, 
Caleutta - 700 O41. 
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A YOUNG 


‘odaikanal is a favourite 
holiday spot for our 
‘amily. We go every 


summer and spend our entire 
vacation there. I love the fresh 
clean air, the green trees, and 
colourful flowers that bloom 
everywhere, 


This year 1 went alone. I 
was wondering how I would 
enjoy my holidays without my 


(Red?) 





° 


BROWN? 






parents and my brother. But it 
turned out to be an unforget- 
table experience, My uncle with 
whom I stayed, helped run a 
small school called Sri Sankara 
Vidyalaya. On one of his trips to 
school, I went along with him. I 


‘aohiamDacebor 2 


Cyettows> 
iC vetlon 


> 


TEACHER 


had done this before, to read at 
their library. 





A pleasant surprise 
awaited me there, I was asked 


WHAT ColOuR 
1g THIS 
BANANA? 


y 













by the principal if I could help 
teach some mothers who at- 
tended the adult education 
classes run by the school. I 
was delighted. It was a 
wonderful opportunity for me. 
I want to be a teacher when I 
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grow up. My subject was 
‘Spoken English’. 

Twas totally unprepared for 
the shock on my first day as 
teacher. For, in front of me were 
six elderly women, and one nine 
year old girl! But they made me 
feel at ease very soon. For me, 
the lessons were very simple, 
and I was happy as I was doing 
some good constructive work. I 
have heard about adult educa- 
tion, and seen television 
programmes about it, but ac- 
tually teaching these women 
made me feel really proud 


‘Twice every week, for more 
than a month, I walked nearly 
six kilometres to the school. Cy- 
cling is very difficult in a hill 
station, and local buses are very 
few. One does not feel tired 
walking long distances, as one 
would in a city. The students 
wore regular but generally Inte 
for class. They all had problems 
with their children and house- 





work. I would talk to them in 
simple English, and teach from 
a reader which the school 
provided. Learning to read and 
speak English, helped them un- 
derstand what their children 
were studying. Moreover, as 
there are always many tourists, 
English helps them communi- 
cate. 


On the last day of school, I 
felt very sad. My students too 
thanked me, and said they 
would never forget me. Some 
made me promise I'll be back 
again next year. 

‘This year, our government 
has taken up the literacy 
programme seriously. I think 
each one of us children, should 
actively join in to teach at least. 
one other person to read and 
write. 

We must follow the motto 
“EACH ONE TEACH ONE’ 

Rupa Raman, aged 12, 
Bombay - 400 031. 








Q : What has a head, but 
no brain? 
A : Amatchstick! 


Deepa Kulkarni, aged 14, 
Shahabad - 585 229. 





POETRY 



























SHADOW 


Do you know who he is? 

He is me, he is you 

He reflects me, he reflects you. 
His body and face. 

His nose is too long, 

‘To say that he is ugly is wrong, 
His eyes are like the ow!'s 
His mouth shaped like a bow! 
His hands are thin, 

And looks like a fin. 

He performs your actions, 

In just a time fraction, 

Do you know who he i 
Me and you does 

He is none other t 



















R. Ragapriya, Std. XI, 
St. John’s English School, 





3. What was the capital 
of King Vikramaditya’s 
kingdom? 


Ml 
1, What is the study of 
tissues called? 
2. Which bird has no 
wings at all? 
3. Which is the heaviest 
element? 














1. Which city at 5 
is known as the 
‘Pearl of the _ Who 
culont isknown| \) 
2. On which 35 ine 
riveristhecityot Peony, A 
New York Mead? co 
situated? - {| _____ 
Which 
the fore ae sport is also known as 
of Malawi? roxophily? 
3. In which country is 
golf supposed to have 
originated? 
4. What was v 
nha: ware a 1. What is the 
Buddha's son? complete 
2. Who was name of P.G. 
known as the Wodehouse? 
‘Maid of 2.Who wrote 
Orleans"? Don Quixote? 
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3. Who wrote David 
Copperfield? 


vi 
1, Which is the fastest 
flying bird? 
2. Where are the Dilwara 
Temples? 


vil 
1. What is Brachyg- 
raphy? (Pronounced 
‘brakigrafi’) 
2. Which country uses 
Schillings and Groschen 
as currency? 

















3. Who was Laksh- 


man’s wife in the 
‘Ramayana’? 
vill 


1, What newspaper did 
Jawaharlal Nehru help to 
start? 


2. Whatis the expanded 
form of Ib.? 

3. What is Ireland’s na- 
tional emblem? 





| Bn 








1. What is the diameter 
of a tennis ball? 

2. In which game is the 
term ‘Dummy’ used? 


x 


1. What is the other 
name for Centigrade? 

2. What is a baby giraffe 
called? 

3. Who was the firstlady 
Chief Minister in India? 


Compiled by G.S. 
Ananthkrishnan, aged 14, 
Hyderabad - 500 047. 


Answers on the next page 


Gohtwn/December 2 
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ANSWERS 











I vI 
1. Singapore 1. The Spine Tailed Swift 
2. River Hudson (171 kaw) 
3. Nyasaland 2, Mount Abu 
ie 
1, Rahul vir 
2, Joan of Are 4, Shorthand writing 
3. Ujain 2 Austria 
mm 3. Urmila 
1, History vial 
2 The Kiwi 1. The National Herald (Luck- 
3, Uranium sow) 
Iv 2 Libra Pondo (Latin), mean- 
1. Dhyan Chand ing “Pound by weight” 
aihieteey 3. The Shamrock 
3. Scotland 
Ix 
Vv 1, 63.5 10 67 mm, 
1. Sir Pelham Grenville 2 In Bridge 
Wodchouse x 
2. Miguel de Cervantes 1. Celsius 
Saavedra 2. AFawn 
3. Charles Dickens 3. Mrs, Sucheta Kriplani 


ex 
TONGUE TWISTER 


‘Swan swam over the sea, 
Swim, swan, swim. 

Swan swam back again, 
Well swum swan! 







V. Vishnupriya, aged 14 
Madras - 600 017. 
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COLOUR AND KEEP 








meee Stories From Our Readers 


Ke felt sad, That day 
is teacher had dis- 
tributed their progress reports, 
and as usual, he was not the 
first rank holder. He remem- 
bered how hard he had studied 
for the exams 

“How could I fail in topping 
the class?” wondered Kumar. 

He remembered his mother 
saying, “Ifyou don’t get your 1 
rank you will not get your bike.” 


WORD 


“What could be wrong with 
my answers?" he wondered. 

“The spellings,” said the 
teacher. “Go through your 
answer papers carefully. See 
how many spelling mistak 
you have committed. ‘That's 
why your marks have automat 
ically come down.” 

“Tl definitely sit and brush 
up on my spellings,” Kumar 
said to himself. 





H mother gave him 

another chance to try his 

luck. 
But, 


“T. sii 
P 1n...€, Oh! How boring 
it isto learn spellings! How does 
Suba do it?” He remembered 
how easily she spelled out even 
difficult words. 

“She must be really working 
hard” he thought. 


4 








MASTER 


Every day, he sat with his 
book trying to by-heart all the 
spellings. Thus, he found no 
time to play at all! He folt very 
bored 

"Go and ask Suba how she 
does it,” his mother suggested, 
“You should never feel shy to 
learn such things from others." 

So Kumar paid a very rel 
tant visit to Suba’s house. 


Ss“ was playing with her 
two brothers and some 
other children. 

“Would you like to join us?” 
she asked him. 

“Actually... eame to ask you 
how to learn to spell difficult 
words without mistakes,” 
Kumar told her. 

“Join usin thegame," smiled 
Suba, “And you'll find you have 
no problems.” 






Kz wondered if she was 
playing the fool. But no. 
‘They did learn spelling through 
a game. One person began the 
game by naming a letter 
of the alphabet. The next 
person had to spell out a 
word beginning with that 
letter correctly. Then he 
or she would get a point. 
If the word were spelt 
wrongly, he or she would 
be called a ‘donkey’! Then 
the third person had to 
spell a word beginning 
with the last letter of the 
word spelt by the previous 
erson. Thus, the one 
ith the most points was the 
‘Word Master’, and the one with 
the most number of ‘donkey’ 
points would have to obey the 
‘Word Master’! 

And the ‘donkey’ was none 
other than Kumar at the end of 
the game! 

“Don't worry Kumar,” 
laughed Suba. “You'll surely be 
‘Word Master’ one day!” 


& 
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Q, 


Do you know who topped the 
class in the next exam results? 
Itwas Kumar! Heis the boy who 
hops onto his new BSA-SLR to 
reach Suba’s home — to play 
another round of ‘Word Master"! 


P.V. Suba Sivaprasad, 
aged 8, 

Nirmala Matriculation 
H.S.S., Chidambaram, 





Q : An ant went to the 
market. When it returned 
home, it knew that some guests 
had arrived. How? 

‘A: It saw their chappals 
outside! 

Kavitha Jayaraman, 
aged 10, 
Bombay - 400 080. 
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PICTURE STORY 


THE SWEETEST 
HING 


And ld ae 
Imation CARD 














‘me? 
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ANSWERS 


Page 25 
EYE-SPY! @ = What did the bulb say to 
the dark room? 
There are two cows, two} A ¢ Letme we vou. 
whales, and two hens. 
‘They form the three pairs. ((C (ye a 
Page 28 
SUMBLE-BUMBLE! is 
Q : Why do dogs howl? 
1. Hippopotamus A: ‘Cause they can't sing 
2. Giraffe properly. 
3. Panda 
4. Rhino G. Kamal Rajesh, 
5. Moose Coimbatore - 641 018. 













Cc Page 50 
HIDDEN RAINBOW 
NFuMosTIM 
aAexyetts 
reLecaoes 
ouwHteLUE 
tsorsumy 
yrs trose 
“Did you know that the tortoise EEGHGIUW 
hhas a minimum life span of 200 uid 
years? So Tam keeping one at home ieee aed (| 
to observe whether it is true.” tcoKkvTR NW & 
o1rorKIaR 
Meghana V. Kakade, aged 13, | 
Reledeogette) (wiv zw uw sie 
ORANGES W 
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THE ANIMAL KINGDOM 


‘eis a spiny, black little 
fellow. When he moves, 
t looks as if'a bundle of 


sharp thorns is moving along 
the ground. He is not pleasing 
to look at, and his thorny coat is 
dangerous, Why did mother na- 
ture make him s0? 

‘The porcupine has been 
created with special abilities 
which we do not. possess. He is 
achunky, blunt-faced, rodent (a 
mammal). He is a cousin of our 
house-hold pest, the rat. He 
weighs about 15 to 25 pounds 
and has a well-filled armoury of 
quills, which sprout all over his 
skin, 


okuteDeserber 


THE 
PORCUPINE 


The quitls cover his head, 
back and muscular tail, and 
they rattle like a quiver of ar- 
rows when he walks. 

These spines or quille are 
hollow and tubular. They are 
very lightly fixed on his body. 
They can be thrown out, or even 
cut off with a light touch, ‘The 
ends of this spine are brown, or 
whitish brown, and are very 
sharp like needies. 
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The porcupine is a tiny 
mammal, but the quills on his 
body can kill even the majestic 
lion. 

When he attacks his victim, 
the quills on his back break off, 
and enter the warm flesh of the 
victim’s body. Once inside, the 
quills begin to swell. Little 
barbs that are present at the tip 
of the quills help them go 
deeper into the victim’s flesh. 

Thus, the victim may even 





The porcupine is known by 
many names - Quillpig, Ursen, 
Hedgehog, Quiller, and so on. 
Scientists have another name 
for him. They call him Erethizon 
Dorsatum, which means, 
animal with an irritable back. 

The porcupine moves very 
slowly. He may spend a whole 
day climbing a tree. Tree bark 
is his favourite food. If he finds 
the taste of the bark pleasing, 
he will not move from the tree 
for days. He likes the taste of 
salt too. 


The porcupine does most of 
his feeding at night. So he can 
be called a nocturnal creature. 

The porcupine’s quills 
protect him in water too. If he 
ever falls into a pond or a lake, 
the hollow-air-filled quills on 
his back keep him afloat. If he 
falls from a tree, he lands on his 
d his body is saved 





he pokes his soft little head into 
a hole, and spreads his quills 
out wide. This will make him 
look twice his size. The advane- 
ing enemy may then think it 
wiser to retreat. 

But just in case, the enemy 
decides to attack, he uses his 
tail to give it a good slap. 


The porcupine loses his 
quills periodically. He might 
lose them a few at a time, but 


otuaDecembey 2 





never, all his quills. The lost 
quills will be replaced in a few 
months, 

‘Ten of his quills can easily 
kill a fox, twenty quills can kill 
the wild cat and the wolf. So the 
porcupine is never defenseless, 
There are 30,000 quills on his 
body, and he loses only a few 
hundreds at a time, 


The porcupine makes sniff- 
ing sounds, squeaking sounds 
and chattering sounds, 

‘The mother porcupine may 
be only about 30 inches long. 
But she gives birth to cubs 





about 11 inches long, with quills 
about half an inch long. How 
she gives birth to such poky 
children is still a mystery! 
GEETHA VISWANATHAN 













HOW T0 


PROMOTE CREATIVITY 
IN LEARNING MATHEMATICS 


Px snes 











Available at 
Higginbothams ~ Rs. 20 








Boor that wit start young 
students on the path of 
exploration of thelr own 
‘probably the frst of its 
kind, particulary at school level, 
Forewand by! eV, Krishnamurthy 
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A PAINTER CHANGES 
ART HISTORY 





‘ou must have very often 
heard of the phrase ‘Ravi 
‘ou may have 
is. Well, Ravi 
Varma was a famous Indian 


Varma painting’. 
wondered what 





painter from Kerala, 


He was born on April 29th, 
1848, at Kilimanoor, a village 


about 40 kms. north 


‘Trivandrum, He hailed from a 
* Shakuntala - she takes tong, lingering 


fook at Oushyanta, while. pr 








princely family, and liked 
literature, and the dances like 
kathakali and ‘Thullal, Indian 
painting for which Tanjore (or 
Thanjavur) was famous, was in 
decline. At that time, western 
influences (due to British rule) 
had begun to creep into Indian 
painting too, 


Roja Varma, Ravi Varme’s 
uncle picked up these western 
techniques of painting from 
Alagiri Naidu, who was the 
palace artist in'Trivandrum. It 
was this uncle who taught Ravi 
Varma his basic lessons in 
painting, 








Revi Varma was fourteen 
years old, when he began living 
in the palace at Trivandrum. 


‘The ruler had 
taken a liking 
to him. But he 
got no en- 
couragement in 
his art. Despite 
this, as the 
years passed, 
his works 
gained fame 
and even 











honours. 


* A look ata Karate Backwater 


Tn 1866, he married the 
sister of Rani Lakshmi Bai of 
‘Travancore. So the general 
public believed him to be a 
member of the royal family of 
‘Travancore. When the British 
Government g: the Kaiser-i- 
Hind for the best artist of the 
year, it called him Raja Ravi 











+ Hortachandra thie painting now hangt In the Chivovola, Mysore. 





Varma. He began tobe called by 
this name from then on. 

Ravi Varma earned many 
other public awards too, 


Most of his paintings were 
portraits from Hindu legends 
and epics. They were low on, 
colour tones, and rich in detail 

Ravi 
Varma is im- 
portant in 
India’s art 
history. He 
changed our 
traditional 
art into a 
modern form 
with realistic 
subjects, 
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The story so far. 


Miss ster ta ee tra 
ferred toa hill station. They 

into @ pretiy cotloge, amt 
Mint coon makes friends’ with 
Ait, Ante has been abandoned by 
hh parents, and he docs oJobs 
Prbeopt 












indo house! Amit 
then tells her that he heard that 
her house has a mysterious curse 
on it, and that a magician lived in 
it long ago. 

Mini decides to take a look at 
the hidden room through the 
mysterious window. Using a lad- 
der, she climbs upto it, but alas! 
‘The window is paned with opaque 
glass. Before she can do any more 
investigation, her cousin Dhiru 

She tells him about the 
mystery, and Dhiru too decides to 
get to the bottom of it. 

Dhiru then borrows @ ladder 
and takes a look at the thirteenth 
window. Realizing that n 
can be seen of the room insi 
decides to investigate from 

















the house. They cleanout akitehen 
cupboard and find a door. 


T: open the door with the 
help of Mr. Mehta, Mini's 
father. Inside the small room is a 
derfully carved, blood- 
crusted knife! Amit tells them 
an old tale he had heard from a 
sweeper, which says that thieves 
hid loot in the house about a cen- 
tury ago. Mr. Mehta, Dhiru and 
Mini decide to try and discover it. 
They realize that the room to 
which the thirteenth window 
belongs, has been divided into two 
little rooms by a wall. They have so 
far uncovered the first half of the 
room, where they found the knife. 
They now knock down the dividing 
wall, and find the thirteenth win 
dow. They find something else too 
— the skeleton of a man, and the 
promise of treasure! 
jext day, Mini, Dhiru and 
Amit, with Mr. Shankaran, th 
next door neighbour (who offers to 
help), dig out a bulging sack. 
The sack contains gold jewel 
lery, coins and many other pre- 
cious objects! 
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Just as they finish admiring 
the treasure, three thugs break 
into the house. They had heard the 
story from the old sweeper and 
have come to check whether it 
could be true. 

‘Seeing the treasure spilled out 
on the floor ofthe kitchen, they get 
greedy and wonder if there could 
be more, Dhiru leads them into the 
secret room and tells them that 
more treasure is buried there. So 
they tie up Mr. Shankaran, Mini, 
Dhiru and the old sweeper. Amit 
has escaped unseen. 

Just then, the door-bell rings. 

It is Mini’s mother. She too is 
made prisoner 
Amit, meanwhil 
runs to Mr, Mehta's 
office for help. Mr.) 
Mehta listens to) 
Amit's story, and 
they rush to the 
police station. 

Back at home, 
the three thugs dig, 
in vain for the ‘more’ 
treanure, They sud- 
denly realize that 











They 
Rise 
Now read ont 





AN EXCITING 
FINISH! 

bal @ pont aaa 

The two men quickly 


loosened the ropes that bound 
Dhiru, and set him free. 
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“Come here,” the leader 
grinned, *Come here my clever, 
brave boy!” 

Dhiru stood where he was. 
He did not like the look on the 
fellow’s face. He was frightened 
too. 


“I said, come here!” the 


leader shouted, his face purple 
with rage. 

“He's just a boy,” cried Mini's 
mother. “Don't do anything to 
him.” 


“Just a boy!” 
growled the 
leader. He raised 
his palm, and 
slapped 'Dhiru 
across his face, 

Dhiru saw 
stars for a fow 
moments. 

He could taste 
blood in his mouth 
as he gingerly felt 
| his swollen cheek. 

| “Please don't do 
‘anything to him," pleaded Mini. 
“After all, you have all the 
treasure there is, don’t you?” 

“Shut up,” growled the thief. 
His angry face was frightening 
to watch. 

Just then the doorbell rang. 

“Tererrinj 

‘The three men froze. 

“I told you,” said the third 
thief, “We could have escaped 
by now.” 

“Fool,” said the leader 
sharply. “Ranga, bundle up the 
treasure carefully and wait by 





the back door. I'll tie up this boy 
once more, and we shall es- 
cape.” 


A™ Khan had come down 
to meet Mr. Shankaran, 
‘and found that he was not at 
home. 

“Pill go to the next house and 
leave a message,” he thought. 
“Wonder if something is 
wrong.... if he needed some 
help, couldn't he call me?” 

So, he briskly stepped over 
to Mehta’s place, and rang the 
bell. 

No answer. 

“Strange neighbourhood!” 
wondered Mr, Khan, “Nobody 
seems to be at home here too. 
Wonder....” 

So he decided to creep over 
tothebackyard and takea peck, 
just to satisfy his curiosity... 


M: Mehta was having 
some trouble at the police 
‘station. 

“Proasure, sir....?” enquired 
one of the policemen on duty. 
“And what might that be?” 

“Oh,” cried Amit in his shrill 
voice, “Lots and lots of gold or- 
naments, silver vessels.... 

“Dhis boy told you some tale 
of treasure, and you believed 
it?” the policeman asked Mr. 
Mehta. 

“T told you, constable,” 
replied Mr. Mehta, “That I 
knew that there was treasure! 
We were digging for it, and this, 








boy is a part of my household. 
He doesn't tell lies.” 

“Oh, yes?” the constable was 
not in the mood to believe what, 
he thought were airy-fairy- 
tales, 

“T tell you,” shouted M 
‘Mehta,“My wife and family 
are in danger!” 

“Don’tshout sir," returned 
the constable haughtily, “I can 
hear you.” 





the leader tied up Dhiru 
securely once more, 

“Never lie boy,” he grinned, 
giving Dhiru a parting blow on 
his arms, 

Dhiru winced in pain, “Ow!” 

‘The leader quickly made his 
way past the kitchen tothe back 
door. His eyes quickly searched 
for his accomplices. 

“Ranga! Mandu!” he called 
softly. “am here, Let’s go.” 


Customer # This coffee is awful! 
Where is the manager? 
Waiter : Ho's gone to drink coffoo 
inthe next hotel, sit! 

P, Srikarthiky, 





‘There was no answer. 

‘The leader ran to the secret 
room, a sinking feelifig in his 
heart. 

“They won't ditch me, they 
won't!” he muttered to himself. 

‘There was nobody in the 
secret room either. 

‘The leader was now in a 
frenzy. He ran from room to 
room searching for his friends, 
but they had gone. They had 
escaped with all the treasure! 


anga and Mandu were 
now quite far away, for 
they had run as fast as they 
could down the hill slopes. 
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They scampered down till 


“they reached a road curving 


past the sloping green. 

“We'll take a lift from some 
passing lorry,” said Ranga hap- 
pily, adjusting the sack over his 
shoulder. 

“He thought he was clever,” 
muttered Mandu. “Did he think 
he could boss us around 
forever?” 

“That's what I would like to 
know,” said Ranga. He too had 
not been happy with their boss. 
“He thought we were fools.” 








hear some vehicle down 
the bend!” exclaimed Mandu. 
“Quick! Let’s stand in the mid- 
dle of the road and stop it.” 

‘A jeep came whizzing round 
the bend. The driver saw the 
two men standing right in 
the middle of the road 
ahead, and came to a 
screeching halt. 

Rangaand Mandu 
stared at the jeop in 
horror. It was full of 
uniformed police 
men. 


66 Vba’s them” 


shrill voice of 
a boy. “That's 
them!” 

‘The police- 
men jumped out QS 
of the jeep, as 
both the thieves 
turned to run 

They had 
no chance. 
They were 
caught, and 
dragged back to 
the jeep, strug- 
gling. 

“Open that sack, open that 
sack!" cried Amit. “Iam sure its 
the treasure.” 

“Calm down boy,” one of the 
policemen muttered. 

Mr. Mehta had had a hard 
time convincing the policemen 
at the station to help him. 


GohtanDecubr 
























“I know this boy,” he had 
told the inspector who had just 
entered, “I know thisboy andhe 
is a part of my family, well al- 
most. He will not lie about a 
thing like that.” 

“You are a respected 
man, Mr. Mehta,” the in- 
speetor said. “We'll accom- 
pany you to your 
house to check if 
there is something 
wrong...” 





o here they 
"W3were, and two 
thieves | were al- 
ready in their 
custody, 

‘Two policemen 
grabbed the sack 
from the thieves 
and untied the rope 
around its neck. 


They opened 
the sack and were 
amazed at what it 
contained. 

“It’s true!” ox- 
claimed the 
inspector. “Come on! Drive 
straight to Mr. Mehta's house. 
There must be one more thief 
waiting tobecaught, am I right, 
Amit?” 

“Yes, sir!” exclaimed a 
breathless Amit, glad that his 
‘story’ was being believed at 
last. 
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A= Khan was peering 
through the windows of 
Mr. Mehta’s house one by one. 

“1 think, I am going mad,” he 
muttered to himself. “I'am 
suspecting all sorts of things 
Just because Shankaran is not 
‘athome, and his neighbours are 
not at home, either. For all I 
know, they might have gone on 
apicnic together. But that is not 
the way Shankaran would be- 
have... He would cancel his 
meeting with me before he goes 
off anywhere like that...” 

He prised open another win- 
dow gently, and peered into the 
room. The sight inside shocked 
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him. The room was full of 
people, but how! All tied up, and 
trussed, every one of them! And 
the most surprising thing, was 
that Shankaran was in there 
too, tied up like the rest! 
“Shankaran!” bellowed 
Aslam Khan, frighteningall the 
tied-up people inside the room, 
allow this to hap- 











cried Mr. 
Shankeran. “Thank God you 
‘arehere. Get in quickly and free 
us.” 
“How do I get in’ 
“Try the back door,” advised 
Mr. Shankaran. 





Aslam Khan rushed over to 
the back of the house. 


T: leader of the thieves 
‘was now convinced that his 
two minions had deserted him. 

“Just wait till I get my hands 
on those two thieving rats,” he 
muttered through clenched 
teeth. 

Just then, he heard noises of 
shouting from the rooms where 
the prisoners had been tied up. 

“Are those fools shouting for 
help?” he said to himself. “I 
must make good my escape 
first, and then I'll not rest till I 
have found my ‘friends’.” 

‘Thus muttering to himself, 
he wrenched open the back door 
of the house — and found himself 
face to face with Aslam Khan, who 
‘was equally surprised, 

“Out of my way you dodder- 
ing fool!” he cried, trying to 
shove the hefty Mr. Khan aside. 

‘Aslam Khan was incensed. 

“Call me a doddering fool, 
you thief!” he shouted. And 
pounced on the leader. 

Soon, the two were rollingon 
the ground, punching each 
other. All the while the leader 
was thinking, “I must. escape 
from this fellow somehow... He 
may be old, but he's strong. I 
have to escape as fast as I 
can...” 





ihe jeep came to a jerking 
hait at the gate of Mr. 
Mehta's house. 


GoldaniDacomber 


Little Raju is lost ! 
Little Raju (to policeman) : Oh, 
officer! Did youseea lady walk past 
you without me? 
‘Sd. Foozia Banu, aged 13, 
Sriharikota - 524 124. 





Leaving behind two of his 
constables to guard the 
prisoners, the inspector and his 
remaining two men rushed upto 
the front door. As they rang the 
bell, Mr. Mehta ran to the back 
of the house followed by Amit. 

Several voices could be 
heard shouting from inside the 
house. The three policemen too 
followed Mr. Mehta, when they 
heard the shouts. 

‘As he rounded the corner to 
his backyard, Mr. Mehta 
blinked as he saw two figures 
rolling over in the mud. 

Punch, punch, biff! 

‘The policemen were amazed 
too. 

“Stop it!” shouted the inspec- 
tor, “Stop it, you two!” 

"The two men stopped hitting 
each other, and sat up, panting. 

“Commissioner saheb!” ex- 
claimed Amit and the inspector, 
together. 
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Doctor + Well, Ramu! I haven't 


‘seen you for quite a long time. 


Ram 
vory ill. 
Doctor : That's a good joke! How 
did you get here so fast? 

Ramu : Flu! 


know doctor, [have been 





The leader of the thieves 
leapt to his feet, and made as if 
torun. 

But the two constables with 
the inspector pounced on him 
and held him tight. 


“Whew!” Aslam Khan 
grinned up at them, a happy 
smile on his face, “This is one 
real excitement after a long 
time!” 


oH am Lever going to 


put the house right!” 
groaned Mrs. Mehta, after all 
the excitement had died down. 
“You've forgotten your easel 
at the slope near Mr. 
Shankaran’s house, aunty,” 
Dhiru grinned at her. 


“Till get it for you tommorrow 
morning,” Mr. Mehta promised 
her. 

“If it’s still there,” she 

ed 

“Oh, it'll still be there,” 
promised Aslam Khan airily. 
“I doubt whether there'll be 
any more thieves left to steal 
your easel.” 

“Evenifthey do,” cried Amit, 
“We'll recover it for you!” 

“No more adventurous an- 
tics please,” begged Mrs. 
Mehta, “Look where your 
treasure hunt led 

“Good,” smiled Mini rubbing 
her hands with glee. “I'll have 
something to boast off to my 
friends.” 

“Iam hungry,” Mr. 
Shankaran murmured with a 
glint in his eye, “How would you 
all like to go out for dinner?” 

“Hip hip,” cried Mini, 


who cheered this time. 
‘The End 


LAKSHMIIYER 
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